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Manuel, the King of Granada. 

Gonſalez, his Favourite. 

Garcia, Son to Gonſalez. 

Perez, Captain of the Guards. 

Alonzo, an Officer, Creature to Gonſales. 

O/myn, a noble Priſoner. M 

Heli, a Priſoner, , his Friend. 

Selim, an Eunuch. 
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"Mmeria, the Princeſs of Granada. 
Zara, a Captive Queen. 
Leonora, chief Attendant on the Princeſs 
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Reh I. SCENE 1. * 


A Room of State. 


_ 
The Curtain riſing 7 ſowly to ſoft Muſick, diſcovers Almeria *Y 
in Mourning, Leonora waiting in Mourning. n 


ſer the Muſick, Almeria riſes from her Chair, and comes 
forward. | a 1 


ALMERIA. n bw 
7 USICK has charms to ſooth a lavage == 
breaſt, 


To ſoften rocks, or bend a knotted oak. 
I've read, that things inanimate bave 0 


1 


moy'd, 
IN And, as with living ſouls, have beening | | 
form'd 8 Rs W 
magic numbers and perſuaſi ve ſound. LE inf LING [3 1 i 
at then am I: Am l more ſenſeleſs grown. * 12 
an trees, or flint? O force of conſtant woe! -, 1 ©2008 
lis not in harmony to calm my griets, *- 0 0G eG 
2 I 


” 


The Mourning Bride. 

Anſelmo fleeps, and is at peace; laſt night 

The ſilent Tomb receiv'd the good old king ; 

He and his ſorrows now are ately lodg'd 

Within its cold, but hoſpitable boſom, / 

Why am! not at peace? 
Leon. Dear madam, ceaſe, 

Or moderate your griefs; there is no cauſe 
Alm. No cauſe! peace; peace; there is eternal cau{; 

And miſery eternal will ſucceed. 

Thou eanſt not tel thou baſt indeed no caule. 
Leon. Believe me, Madam, Ilament Anſelmo, 

And always did compallionate his fortune 

Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly 

Your father kept in chains his fellow king : 

And oft at night, when all have been retir'd, 

Have ſtol'n trom bed, and to his priſon crept; 

Where, while his goaler flept, I thro? the grate 
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Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and enquir'd his health; 3 
Sent in my ſighs and pray'rs for his deliv*rance; * 
For ſighs and pray'rs were all that I could offer. * * 

Alm. Indeed thou haſt a {oft and gentle nature 1 
That thus could'ſt melt to ſee a ſtranger's wionꝑs. « . 1 


O Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſelmo, 
How wou'd thy heart have bled to fee his ſul rings. 
Thou hadſt no cauſe, but general compaſſion. 
Leo. Loveof my royal miſtreſs gave me caule, 
My love of you begot my griet for him; 

For I had heard that when the chance of war 
Had bleſs'd Anſelmo's arms with victory, 

And the rich fpoil of all the field, and you, 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
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” * — 3 0 ö | 
Of his ſucceſs; that chen, in ſpice of hate, 3 
Revenge, and that hereditary teud ly 

Between Valentia's and Grauada's kings, one u 


He did eudear himſelf to your affection, 

By all the worthy and indulgent ways 

His moſt induſtrious goodneſs cou'd invent; 
Propoſing by a Match between Alphonſo 

His ſon, the brave Falentia prince, and you, 
To end the long diflention, and unite 

The jarring Crowns, 
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The Mourning Bride. 7 
Alm. Alphonſo! O Alphonſo! 

hou art too quiet long haſt been at peace 
both, both father and ſon are now no more, 
Chen why am:? O when ſnall haverelt ? 

yhy do 1 live to ſay you are no more? 

{hy are all theſe things thus ——— is it of force? 
there neceſſity, I muſt be miſerable? TY 

zit ot moment to the peace of heav'n — 


nal cauſe 


10 That I ſhould be afflicted thus? . if no“, 
f hy is it thus contriv'd ? why are things laid hy 
= Ir (ome unſeen hand, ſo, as of ſure contequence 
They muſt co me bring curſes, grief of heart, 
he laſt diſtreſs of liſe, and ſure deſpair ? 
Leo. Alas, you learch too far, and think too deeply. 
Alm. Why was I carry'd to Anfelmo's court? 
f 0: there, why was us'd ſo tenderly ? 
BP Vay not ill treated like an enemy? 
W 0 or o my father wou'd have us'd his child. 
mY ) Alphonſo, Alphon/o-! 
0 Deyouring ſeas have waſh'd thee from my ſight, 
_ o time ſhallraze tuee from my memory; 
* No, I will live to be thy monument: 
8 he cruel ocean is no more thy tomb: 
ne” a in my heart thou art interr'd; there, there, 
= by dear reſemblance is tor ever fix'd; 
, 


My love, my lord, my husband till, tho' loſt. 
Leo. Husband! O heav'ns! 
; Alm. Alas! whathavel ſaid? 
My grief has hurry'd me beyond all thought. 
you'd bave kept that ſecret; though I know 
ay love and faith to me deſerve all confidence. - 
pu: 'tis the wretches comfort ſtill to have 
dome {mall reſerve of near and inward woe, 
one unſuſpected hoard of darling griet, | 
nich they unſeen may wail, and weep and mourn, 
ndglutton-like alone deyour, +» | 
Leon, Indeed 
knew not this. 8 
Alm. O no, thou know'ſt not half, 


u, 


| Lihou'd tell thee, wou dſt thou pity me 7 


know'ſt nothing ot my ſorrows if thou didſt:— 


6 The Mourning Bride. 


Tell me: I know thou wou'dft, thou art compaſſionat, 
Leo. Witneſs theſe tears 
Alm. I thank thee Leonora. 

Indeed Ido, for pitying thy ſad miſtreſs: 

For 'tis, alas, the poor prerogative 

Of greatneſs, tobe wretched and unpitied 

But I did promiſe I wou'd tell thee what? 

My miſeries? Thou doſt already know 'em: 

And when I told thee thou didſt nothing know, 


1 
\ 


It was becauſe thou didſt not know Alphonſo: 3 

For to have known my loſs, thou mult have known A 

His worth, his truth, and tenderneſs of love. For \ 

Leo, The memory of that brave prince ſtands fair Nor \ 

Inall report Or en 

And have heard imperfeR!y his loſs; * 

But fearful to renew your troubles paſt, WII 

I never did preſume to ask the ſtory. Lec 

Alm, It for my ſwelling heart I can, T1! tell thee. Indy 

I wasa welcome captive in Valencia, l 

Ev'n on the day when Mauuel, my father, The « 

Led on his conq'ring troops, high as the gates W hic 

Of king Anſelmo's palace; which in rage, Com 

And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir d. To im 

Tae good king flying to avoid the flames, Thef 

Started amidſt his foes, and made cap:ivity And 

His fatal refuge V ou'd that I had fall'n They 

Amid thoſe flames but ' twas not ſo decreed, by 

Al phon ſo, who foreſaw my father's cruelty, Then 

Had born the Queen and me on board a ſhip To 

Ready to fail; and when this news was brought eds 

We put roſea; but being r by ſome Tus: 

Who knew our flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, wah 

Aud almoſt taken; when a ſudden ſtorm Twil 
Diove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the coaſt * 
Of Africk: there our veſſel truck the ſhoar, 5 4 
JF And bulging 'gainſt a rock was daſh'd in pieces, * dc 
But heav'n ſpar'd me tor yet much more affliction! e. 
ö Conducting them Who follow d us, to ſhun frown 
Tue ſhoal, and ſave me floating on the waves, 7 
1 | While the good Queen and my Alp/o;;ſo periſh'd. Fir 
* 


Leo. Alas! were you then wedded to A!phon/o? 
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The Mourning Bride. 7 | 

Alm. That day, that fatal day, our hands were join'd; 
For when my lord beheld the ſhip purſuing, | 
And ſaw her rate ſo far exceeding ours; 
le came to me, and begg'd me by my love, 
| wou'd conſent the prieſt ſhou'd make us one; 

That whether death or victory eniu'd, 

[might be his; beyond the power of future fate; 
The Queen too did aſſiſt his ſuit granted; 
and in one day, was wedded, and a widow. 

Leo. Indeed'twas mourntul 

Am. Twas as I have told thee 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn; 

Nor will 1 change theſe black and diſmal robes, 
Or ever dry theſe {woln and watry eyes, 
Or ever taſte content, or peace of heart, 
While J have life and thought of my Al:bonſo, (rows, 

Leo. Look down, good heav'n, with pity on her ſor- 
And grant, thattime may bring her ſome relief. 

Alm. Ono! time gives increaſe to my afflictions. 
The circling hours, that gather all the woes, I 
Which are diffus'd thro” the revolving year, 

Come heavy-laden with th? opprefling weight, 

To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they leave 

The ſighs, the tears, the groans, the reſtleſs oares, 
And all the damps of griet, that did retard their flight; 
They ſhake their downy wings, and ſcatter all 

The dire collected dews on my poor head; 

Then fly with joy and ſwiftneſs from me. 4. - _— 

Leo. Hark! (Shouts at a diſlance,. | 
The diſtant ſhouts proclaim your father's triumpu 7, Mt 
O ceaſe, for heav*ns ſake, aſſwage a little 
This torrent of your grief; for, much 1 fear, 

Twill urge his wrath to ſee youdrown'd in cars, 
When joy appears in ev'ry other face. tos 


Alm. And joy he brings to ev'ry other heart, 5 
But double, double weight of woe to mine; | 445 i. 54 
for with him Garcia comes Garcia, to whom 
[muſt be ſacrific'd, and all the vo ws 5 ith _ 
gave my dear Alphonſo vaſely broken. NR 
No, it ſhall never be; for I will die; |; 5, 
firſt, die ten thouſand deaths look down, look down, 
If A 4 n 


The Mourning Bride, 


Alphonſo, hear the ſacred vow I make; (reel, 


One moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect bliſs, 
And bend thy glorious eys to earth and me; 
And thou Anſelmo, it yet thou art arriv'd 
Thro' all impediments of purging fire, 
To that bright heav'n, where my Alphonſo reigns, 
Behold thou alſo, and attend my vow. 
It everIdo yield, orgive conſent, 
By any action, word, or thought, to wed 
Another lord; may then juſt heay'n ſnow'r down 
Unheard of curſes on me, greater far 
(It ſuch there be in angry heav'ns vengeance) 
Than any I have yet endur' d And now 
My heart has ſome relief; having ſo well 
Diſcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. 
Let, one thing more l wou'd engage from thee, 
Teo. My heart, my life and will, are only yours. 

Alm, 1 thank thee, tis but this; anon, when al! 
Are wrap'd and buſi ed in the general joy, 
Thou wilt withdraw, and priyately with me 
Steal forth, to viſit good Anſeimo's tomb. 

Leo. Alas! Ifear ſome fatal reſolution, 

Alm. No, on my lite, my faith, I mean no ill, 
Nor violence. I feel myſelt more light, 
And more at large, ſince I have made this vow. 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly, 
Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy thought, 
Upon my word no more. 
Leo. I will attend you. 

SCENE Il. 
| Almeria, Leonora, Alon xo. 

Alon. The lord Gonſalex comes to tell your highnels 
The king is juſt arriv'd. 

Alm. Conduct him in. 
That's his pretence; his errandis, I know, 
To fill my ears with Garcia's valiant deeds ; 
And gild and magnify his ſon's exploits, 
But I am arm'd with ice around my heart, 
Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloquence. 


(Ring. 


(Exit Alon, 
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The Mourning Bride. 
SCENE III. 
Gonſalez, Almeria, Leonora. 
Gonſ. Be ev'ry day of * long lite like this. 
he ſun, bright conqueſt, and your 3 eyes, 
Live all confvir'd to blaze promiſcuous light, 
nd bleſs this day with — unequal'd luſtre. 
ſour royal father, my victorious lord, 
oaden with ſpoils, and ever-living laurel, 
z entering now in martial pomp the palace. 
ye hundred mules precede his ſolemn march, 
yhich groan beneath the weight of Mooriſh wealth, 
aariots of war, adorn'd with glittering gems, 
ucceed ; and next, a hundred neighing ſteeds, 
ſhite as the fleecy rain on Aline hills; 
hat bound and foam, and champ the golden bit, 
they diſdain'd the victory they grace. 
riſoners of war in ſhining fetters follow; 
nd captains of the nobleſt blood of Ar ick 
weat by his chariot wheel, and lick and grind, 
Vith gna ſhing teeth, the duſt his triumphs raiſe, 
he (warming populace ſpreadevery wall, 
ad cling, as it with claws they did enforce | 
heir hold, thro? clifted ſtones, ſtretching and ſtaring, 
zit they werealleyes, and every limb 
V ould feed its faculty of admiration. 
hile you alone retire, and ſhun this ſight; 
his ſight, which is indeed not (een (tho? twice 
he multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence of your eyes. 
Alm. My lord, my eyes ungrate fully behold 
he gilded trophies of exterior honours, NT 
lor will my ears be charm'd with ſounding words, 
ighneſs r pompous phraſe; the pageantry of ſouls ; 
n that my father is return'd in ſafety, 
it Alon. ¶ bend to heav'n with thanks. 
Gonſ. Excellent princeſs! 
ut is a task unfit for my weak age, 
ith dy ing words, to offer at your praiſe. 
lartia, my ſon, your beauty'slowelt ſlave, 
ACC. Ia« better done; in proving With his ſword 
he force and influence of your matchleſs charms. 
Alm. I doubt not of the worth of Garcia's deeds, / 
, CE NE Which had been brave, tho' I had ne'er been born. Leo. 
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10 The Mourning Bride. 
Leo. Madam, the king. 

Alm. My women. 1 wou'd meet him. 
( Attendants to Almeria enter in mournin 
5 SCENE IV. 

Symphony of Warlike Myſick. Enter the King, atten 
by Garcia and ſeveral Officers. Files of Priſoner; | 
Chains, and Guards, who art ranged in order roundi 
ſtage. Almeria meets the King, and kneels; afler wan 
Gonſalez kneels and kiſſes the King's hand, whileGarc, 
does the ſame to the Princeſs. 

King, Almeria, riſe my belt Gonſalex, tile. 

What, tears! my good old friend, 

Gon. But tears of joy. 

Believe me, Sir, to ſee you thus has fill'd 

My eyes with more delight than they can hold. 
King. BY heav'n thou lov'ſt me, and I am pleas'd the 

oſt: 

Take it for thanks, old man, that I rejoice 

To ſee thee weep on this occaſion ſome 

Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our ſucceſs! 

Why is'r, Almeria, that you meet our eyes, 

Upon this ſolemn day, in theſe ſad weeds ? 

In oppoſition ro my brightneſs, you 

And yours are all like daughters of afflition, 
Alm. Forgive me, Sir, if in this offend. 

The year, which | have vow'd to pay to heav'n, 

In mow ning and ſtrict life, for my deliverance 

From wreck and death, wants yet to be expired. 
King. Your zeal to heav'n is great, ſo is your debt; 

Yet ſomething too is due to me, who gave 

That life, which heav'n preſerv'd. A day beſtow'd 

In filial duty, had aton'd and giv'n 

A diſpenſation to your vow no more. 

"Twas weak and wiltul— and a woman's error, 

Yet— upon thought it doubly wounds my fight. 

To lee thatſable worn upon the day 

Succeeding that, in which our dea-lieſt foe, 

3 Hated Auſelmo, was interr'd by heav'n, 

= It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: jult ſo, 

Thy ſenſeleſs vow appear'd to bear its date. 

Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſery'd, 
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The Monrning Bride. 11 
(Flourſi at wherein the curs'd Alphonſo periſn'd. 
! What? thou doſt notweep to think of that? 
mourn Gonſ. Have patience, royal Sir, the princeſs weeps 
o have offended you. It fate decreed, 
„ "1tenace pointed hour hould be Alphonſo's loſs, 
riſoner id her deliverance; is ſhe to blame? 
r round 1 King. I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have feaſted 
fler wa ben my firſt foe was laid in earth, ſuch enmity, 
hle Gate ch deteſtation, bears my blood to his; 
g daughter ſhould have revell'd at his death, | 
lex, tile. Ne mould have made theſe palace walls to ſhake, ö 
d all this high and ample roof to ring 
th her rejoicings, What, to mourn, and weep; 
hen, then to weep, and pray, and grieve? by heav'n 


d. here's not a ſlave, a ſhackled ſlave ot mine, 
eas d thee ſhould have ſmil'd that hour, through all his care, 
id [hook his chains in tranſport and rude harmony. 
Gonſ. What ſhe has done, was in exce{s of goodneſs! _ Go. 
2 ray'd by too much piety, to ſeem kn 


it the had offended... Sure, no more, 
„beg. Fo ſeem is io commit, at this conjuncture. 

vonnot have a ſeeming ſorrow ſeen 

b-day Retire, diveſt yourſelf with ſpeed 

that offenſive black; on me be all 

ie violation of your vow : for you, 


n, hall be your excuſe, that I command it. #7 
ce (Garcia kneeling. | 
ed, Car. Your pardon, Sir, if I preſume ſo far, 


ur debt: W::o remind you of your gracious promiſe. 
King, Riſe, Garcia I forgot. Let ſtay, Almeria. 
tow'd Am. My boding heart What is your pleaſure, 
Sir ? 
King. Draw near, and give your hand; and, Garcia, 
yours : 
xceive this lord, as one whom l have found 
orthy to be your husband, and my ſon, 
Car. Thus let me kneel to take O not to take 
t to devote, and yield myſelt for ever 332 
e ſlave and creature of my royal Miſtrefs. Rh 
Gonſ, O.let'me proſtrate ,pay my worthleſs thanks 
King, No more; my promiſe long ſince paſs'd, thy 
b lervices, | 


or. 
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And Garcia's well-try'd valour, all oblige me. 


This day we triumph, but to-morrow's ſun, Ng» ; 
Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy nuptial * 
Alm. Oh! (Fain; 9.85 
Gar. Shefaints! help to ſupport her. Ring 
Gonſ. She recovers, Lino 
King. A fit of bridal fear. How is't Almeria? 24 
Alm. A ſudden chilneſs ſeizes on my ſpirits. 4 
Vour leave, Sir, to rel ire. arts 
King, Garcia, conduct her. 5 
(Garcia leads Almeria to the Door, and rem 111 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears. 4 . 
PI! have a prieſt ſhall preach her from her faith, n pica 
And make it {in not to renounce that vow ** 
Which 1'd have broken. Now, what would Alonzo? 7s 10 
SCENE v. | m_ 
King, Gonſalez, Garcia, Alonzo, Attendant, Dt equ 


nd na 
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heſe b 
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Alm. Y our beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a train as if ſhe ſtill were wife 
To Albucacim, ani the Moor had conquer'd, 

King. It is our will ſhe ſhou'd be lo attended. 
Bear hence theſe Priſoners. Garcia, which is he, 
Of whoſe mute valour you relate ſuch wonders ? 


| (Priſoners led off * 

Gar. Oſmyn, who led the Mooriſh horſe ; but he, Nuo , 
Great Sir, at her requeſt attends on Zara. «4 | 
King. He is your priſoner, as you p'eaſe diſpoſe him, ag 
Gar. I would oblige him, but he ſhuns my kindnels; 5 d ( 
And with a haughty mein, and (tern civility, ge 
Dumbly declines all offers. But if he ſpeak, I wu 
Tis ſcarce above a word; as he were born x | 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk; Wks 
At leaſt, to talk where he muſt not command. F. 1 fl 
King. Such ſulleneſs, and ia a man ſo brave, ldd 
Muſt have ſome other cauſe than his captivity. 2 | 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her :? D = 
Gar, My lord, ſhe did. * 10 
King. That, join'd with his behaviour, Yer h 
Begets a doubt. 1'd have em watch'd; perhaps lof 


Her chains hang heavier on him than his own. 
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* The Mourning Bride. 13 
| SCENE VI. 
ing, Gonſalez, Garcia, Alonzo, Zara and Oimyn 
bound, conducted by Perez and a Guard, and attended 
by Selim and ſeveral Mutes and Eunuchs in a train. 
King What welcome, and what honours beauteous 
Zara, 
king and conqueror can give are yours. 
| conqueror indeed, where you are won; 
ho with ſuch luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes, 
hat had our pomp been with your preſence grac'd, 
expecting croud had been deceiv'd ; and ſeen 
heir monarch enter not triumphant, but 
n pleaſing triumph led; your beauty's flave. 
Zara, It Ion any terms could condeſcend 
olike captivity, or think thote honours, 
Vhich conquerors in courteſy beſtow, 
Of equal 2 with unborrow'd rule, 
nd native right to arbitrary ſway 3 
might be pleas'd when | behold this train 
With uſual homage wait. But when feel 
heſe bonds, I look with loathing on myſelf ; 
Ind (corn vile ſlavery, tho' duubly hid 
Beneath mock-praiſes and diſſemb led (tate. 
King. Thoſe bonds! 'twas my command you ſhould 
be tree. 
How durſt you, Perez, diſobey ? 
Per, Great Sir, 
our orders was, ſhe ſhould not wait your triumph; 
But at ſome diſtance follow thus attended, 
King Tis falle; twas more; I bid ſhe ſhould be free x 
Ii not in words, I bid it by my eyes. 
Her eyes did more than bid Free her and hers 
With ſpeed Yet ſtay——my hands alone car make 
Fitreſtitution here Thus I releaſe you, 


| 

4 3 
—K«õ’wtr n! RO — — — 
— 


And by releaſing you enſlave my ſelt. 
Zara, Such favours ſo conferr'd, tho* when unſought, 
Deſerve acknowledgment from noble minds. 
Suck thanks, as one hating to be oblig d 
Yet hating more ingratitude, can pay, * 
loffer. 9. 
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King. Born to excel, and to command! 

As by tranſcendent beauty to attract 

All eyes, ſo by preheminence of ſoul 
To rule all hearts. N 
Garcia, What's he, who with contracted brow, 
(Beholding Oſmyn as they unb ind h 
And ſullen port, glooms downward with his eyes; 
At once regardleſs of his chains, or liberty? 
Gar. That, Sir, is he-of whom I ſpoke; that's Of 
King. He anſwers well to the character you gave him 
Whence come's it, valiant O/myn, that a man 
So great in arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 
So hardly can endure captivity, 
The common chance of war? b 
©/m. Becauſe captivity, 
Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt revenge. 
King. I underſtand not that. 
O/m. | would not have you. 
Zar, That gallant Moor in battle loſt a friend, 
Whom more than life he loy'd; and the regret 
Of not revenging on his foes that loſs, 
Has caus'd this melancholy and deſpair, 
King. She does excule him; tis as I ſuſpected. 
(To Gonlale 
Gonſ. That friend may be herſelf; ſeem not to heed 
His arrogant reply. She looks concern'd. 
King. I'll have enquiry made ; perhaps his friend 
Yet lives, and is a priſoner. His name. 
Zara. Heli. 
King. Garcia, that ſearch ſhall be your care: 
It ſhall be mine to pay devotion here; 
At this fair ſhrine to lay my laurels down, 

And raiſe love's altar on the ſpoils of war, 
Conqueſt and triumph now, are mine no more; 
Nor will I victory in camps adore : 

For, ling'ring there in long ſuſpence ſhe ſtands, 
Shifting the prize in unreſolving hands: 

nus d to wait, I broke thro*her delay, 

Fix'd her by force, and ſna ch'd the doubtful day. 
Now, late I find that war is but her ſport; 
In love the goddeſs keeps her awlul court: 
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le in fields unſteadily ſhe flies, 
rules with ſettled ſway in Zara's eyes. 


PFD 
—— ACTI. SCENE I. 
it's Om Repreſenting the Iſle of a Temple, 


gave him 
i 


Garcia, Heli, Perez. 


of N way, we're told, O/mys was ſeen to walk; 
Chuling this lonely manſion of the dead, 
omourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken fate. 
Heli. Let heav'n with thunder to the center ſtrike me, 
o ariſe in very deed from death, 
F 1d to re-viſit with my long clos'd eyes 
' bis living light, cou'd to my ſoul, or ſenſe, 
ford a thought, or ſhew a gliu pſe of joy, 
leaſt proportion to the vaſt delight 
4 feel, to hear of O/myn's name; to hear 
p hat O myn lives, and lagain ſhall ſee him, 
Gar, I've heard, with admiration, of your friendſhip, 
Per, Yonder, my lord, behold the noble Moor. 
Hell. Where? Where? | | 
Gar, I ſaw him not, nor any like him 
Pr, 1 aw him when | (poke, thwarting my view, 
nd ſtriding with diftemper'd haſte; his eyes 
tem d flame, and flaſh'd upon me withaglancez 
den tyrward ſhot their fires, which he purſu'd, 
io ſome object frightful, yet not fear d. . 
Gay, Let's haſte to follow him, and know the cauſe, 
Heli, My lord, let me entreat you to forbear: 
| ave me alone, to find and cure the cauſe, _ 
» know his melancholy, and ſuch ſtarts in ö 
e uſual to his temper, It might raiſe him 
oat ſome violence upon himſelf, 4 
dto be caught in an unguarded hour. 
ad when his ſoul gives all her paſſions way, 
* 


Secure 


Mourning Bride. 4 


, 
. 
, = 
, 
: 
„ 


o - 


* 
g * — 
. 7 & 
>, 
— 


N "Mourning Bride. 


rf - 

- , 
Ll 

1 * 


* 


Secure and looſe in friendly ſolitude, 


I know his noble heart wou'd burſt with ſhame, Alm 


To be ſurpris'd by rangers in its frailty, | A* 
Gar, Go, gen'rous Heli, and relieve your friend, T 5 
Far be it from me, officiouſly to pry = 
Or preſs upon the privacies of others, 4 eve, 
SCRENE II. + | $8 

Garch, Perez. "Day 

Gar, Perez, the king expects from our return apy 
To have his jealouly confirin'd, or clear'd, 3 


Of that appearing love which Zara bears 
To Ofmyn, but ſome other opportunity 
Mult make that plain. 


here 
o him 


Per. To me 'twas long ſince plain, 22 
And ev'ry look from him and her confirms it. The Sce 

Gar. If ſo, unhappineſs attends their love, , 
And I cou'd pity em. I hear tome coming, : 
The friends perhaps are met; 1c: us avoid em. Heli 

SCENE III. 8 
Almeria, Leonora. Re 

Alm. It was a fancy'd noiſe, forall is huſh'd, 

Leo, It bore the accent of a human voice. 

Alm, It was thy fear, or elſe ſome tranſient wind 
Whiſtiing thro? hollows of this vaulted iſle. Leo. 1 
We'll liſten he as 

Leo. Hark! * 

Alm. No, all is huſh'd, and ſtill as dea hat 4; 
| dreadtul ! Are fall 
How rev rend is the face of this tall pile, 'nclog? 

Whole ancient pillars rear their marble heads, beneath 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous roof, ind ſta 
By its own weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable, Alm. 
Looking tranquillity, It ſtrikes an awe nd tha 
And terror on my aking fight, the tombs vites 
And monumental caves of death look cold, hall ref 
And fhoot a chillneſs to my trembling heart. nd lor 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; lay lay 
Nay, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear Df peat 
Thy voice my own aftrights me with its echo'ss Nie in h 

Leo. Let us return; the horror of this place To his c 

And ſilence will encreaſe your melancholy. Will cea 


Al 


. 
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Alm. It may my fears, but cannot add to that, 
No, I will on; e ah) tomb. 
Lead me o'er bones and skulls and mouldring eartn 
t human bodies; for I'll mix with them, 
Ot wind me in the ſhroud of ſome pale coarſe 
et green in earth, rather than be the bride 
dt Garcia's more deteſted bed: that thought 
Exerts my ſpirits ; and my preſent fears 
n Are loſt in dread of greater ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for I am bolder grown: lead on 

here I may kneel, and pay my vows again 
o him, to heav'n, and my Alphonſo's ſoul. 

Leo, I go; but heav'n can tell with what regret. 

SCENE IV. 
The Scene opening diſcovers a place of tombs: One Monu- 
ment fronting the view greater than the reſt. 
Heli, 

Heli, I wander thro* this maze of monuments, 

et cannot find him Hark ! ſure *tis the voice 
Of one complaining — There it ſounds I' fol- 


low it. 
SCENE V. 
Almeria, Leonora. 
Leo. Behold the ſacred vault, within whoſe womb 
he poor remains of good Anſoqyornett's 
etfreſh and unconſum'd by time or worms, 
Whatdolſee ? O heav'n! either my eyes 
\refalſe, or ſtill the marble door remains 
'nclos*d; the iron grates that lead to death 
heneath, are til] wide ſtretch'd upon their hinge, 
und ſtaring on us with unfolded leaves. 
Alm. Sure tis the friendly yawn of deith for me; 
nd that dumb mouth, ſignificant in ſhow, 
wites me to the bed where l alone 
dall reſt ; ſhews me the grave, where nature, weary, 
nd long oppreſs d with woes and bending cares, 
; lay lay the antes down, and ſink in ſlumbers 
f peace eternal. Death, grim death, will fold 
>ch0's. le in his leaden arms, and preſs me cloſe 
ce To his cold clayie breaſt. My father then 
Vill eeaſe his tyranny; and Garcia too 
B 


end, 


d, 


t wind 


able, 


Will. 
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Willfly my pale deformity with loathing. _ 
My ſoul, rang from its bonds, will mount 
And range the ſtarry orbs and milky ways, 

Of that re\ulgent world, where | ſhall ſwim 
In liquid light, and float on ſeas of bliſs 


Tomy * . tb ſoul. O joy too great! 


Help me, Alphonſo; take me, reach thy hand; 
To thee, to thee call, to thee Alphonſo : 


O Alt hon ſo! 
SCENE VI. 


Almeria, Leonora, Oſmyn aſcending from his tomb, 
Ofm.W ho calls that wretched thing that was Aiphonſ? 
Alm. Angels and all the hoſt of heav'n ſupport me! 
oſm. Whence is that voice, whoſe ſhrilneſs from the 
grave, 
And grow ing to his father's ſhrowd, roots up 
Alphonſo ? 
Alm. Mercy ! Providence! O ſpeak, 
Speak to it quickly, quickly ; ſpeak to me, 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, bide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy botom, from the light, 
And from my eyes. 
Oſm. Amazement and illuſion ! 


O extalie of t © Help me, Anſelmo; 


”- Rivet and nail me where I ſtand, ye pow'rs ; 


| (Coming for wari 
That motionleſs I may be till deceiv'd. 

Let me not ſtir, nor breath, leſt I diſſolve 

That tender, lovely form, of painted air, 

So like Almeria. Ha lit (inks, it falls; 


I' catch it e'er it goes, and graſp her ſhade, 


Tis lite !'tis warm! 'tis ſhe ! tis ſhe herſelf! 
Nor dead, nor ſhade, but breathing and alive! 
It is Almeria, tis, it is my wife! 

| | SCENE. VII. 

Almeria, Leonora, Oſmyn, Heli. 

Leo. Alas, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts her eyes; 
He tob is fainting Help me, help me,ſtrange!, 
W bo e'erthou aft, and lend thy hand to raiſe 


Theſe bodies. 
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Heli. Ha! *tishe! and — Llp] 


O miracle of happineſs! O joy 


Oſm, Where is ſhe? 


Let me behold and touch her, 


Tis ſhe, ſhew me her face, and let me feel 
Tis ſhe, Pm not deceiy'd; 


Her lips with mine 


Unhop'd for : does Almeria live! 


and be ſure 


fo 


| taſte her breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd. 


Look up, Almeria, bleſs me with thy eyes; 


Look on thy love, thy lover, and thy husband, | 
Alm, I've ſworn I'll not wed Garcia! why d'ye force 


Is this a father ? 


Oſ/m. Look on thy Alphonſo. 
Thy father is net here, my love, nor Garcia: 
Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy 4lphonſo, 
Wilt thou not know me? haſt thou then forgot me? 
Haſt thou thy eyes, yet can'ſt not ſee Alphonſo? 

Am ! ſo alter'd, or art thou ſo chang'd, | 


That ſeeing my diſguiſe, thou ſeeſt not me? 


Alm. It is, it is Alphonſo ; 'tis his face, 


His voice, I know him now, I know bim all. 
O take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 
Back to the Bottom ot the boundleſs deep, 


(me ? 


To ſeas beneath, where thou ſo long halt dwelt. 

O how haſt thou return d? how haſt thou charm'd' 
The wildneſs of the waves and rocks to this? 
That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back 


To earth, to light and lite, to love and me. 


On. O11 not ask, nor anſwer how, or why 
We both have backward trod the paths of fate, 


To meet again in lite; to know I have thee, 


Is knowing more than any circumſtance 


or means by which I havethee .- 
To fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy lips, 


And gaze upon thy eyes, is ſo much joy. 
have not leiſure to reflect, or know, 


Or trifle time in thinking. 


Alm. Stay a while 


Alm, Tes. 


B 2 


Let me look on thee, yet a little more. 
Oſm. What wauld'ſt thou? thou doſt put me 


from thee; 


= b 
G 
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Oſm. And why? What doſt thou mean? Why 4 
thou gaze ſo? 
Alm. 1 know not; tis to ſee thy face, I thin 


vt ye 
his « 
dome 


It is too much! too much to bear and live! 41 
To ſee him thus again is ſuch profuſion f hea 
Ok joy, of bliis l cannot bear I muſt or ti 
Be mad I cannot be tranſported thus. have 
Oſm. Thou excellence, thou joy, thou heav'n of loy: 2nd ſp 
Alm, Where haſt thou been? and how art thou alive! Wil tho! 


Ind wi 


How is all this ? All- powerful heav'n, what are we | 
sfuch 


O my ſtain'd heart——let me again behold thee, 


Forl weep to ſee thee Art thou not paler ? : hurr] 
Much, much ; how thou art chang'd ! ure fre 
Oſm. Not in my love. (to the: m. 

Alm. No, no, thy Griefs, I know, have done thi Am 
Thou haſt wept much, Alphonſo; and J fear, Om, 
Too much, too tenderly lamented me. When b 
Oſm. Wrong not my love, to ſay too tenderly. diſturb 
No more, my life ; talk not of tears or grief; a mur: 
Affliction is no more, now thou art found. nd tho 
Why doſt thou weep, and hold theefrom my arms, Nboug! 
bp. My arms which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow hat II 
&, To thee withtwining ? Come, come to my heart, Alm. 
Am. 1 will, tor | ſhould never look enough. . 
Thex would have marry'd me; but I had ſworn hat's | 
To heav'n and thee, and ſooner would have dy'd er leer 

Oſm, Perfection of all faithfulneſs and love! 0/m. 
Alm. Indeed I would — Nay, I wou'd tell thee all, Eu forty 


If I cou'd fpeak; how I have mourn'd and pray'd; Ali. 


For I have pray'd to thee, as to a ſaint: Alm. 
And thou haſt heard my prayer; for thou art come Oſm, þ 
To my diſtreſs, to my deſpair, which heav'n nd wat 
Could only by reſtoring thee have cur'd, Heli. k 

O/m. Grant me but life, you heav'n, but length Hd as) 
To pay ſome part, ſome little of this debt, (da patier 
This countleſs ſum of tendernefs and love, our grie 
For which I ſtand engag'd to this All-excellence : Om. 1 
Then bear me in a whirlwind to my fate, Heli. 1 
Snatch me from life, and cut me ſhortunwarn'd; en wi 
Then, then twill be enough I ſhall be old, Om, I 
I ſhall have liy'd beyond all Zra's then © dim, } 
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by dot yet unmeaſur'd time; when l have made 
his exquifite, this moſt amazing goodneſs, 
come ſrecompence of love and matchleis truth. 
Alm. Tis mote than recompence, to ſee thy face: 
heav'n is greater joy it is no e, 


21 


t or 'tis not to be born What ſhall I ſay? 
have a thouſand things to know, and ask, 
of love d ſpeax That thou art here, beyond all hope, 


»u alive! Wl thought; that all at once thou art before me, 
we! Ind with fuch ſuddenneſs haſt hit my ſight, 
| (ſuch ſurprize, ſuch myſtery, ſuch exſtaſie! 
ter ? : hutries all my ſoul, and ſtuns = ſenſe. 
ure from thy father's tomb thou didſt ariſe! 
(to thee Oſm. 1 did ; and thou, my love, didſt call me; thou. 
done this Alm. True; but how cam'ſt thou there ? Wert thou 


Oſm. I was, and lying on my father'slead, (alone? 
When broken echoes of a diſtant voice 


fly diſturb'd the ſacred ſilence of the vault, 
1 murmurs round my head, I rofe and liſtn ed, [ 
nd thought I heard thy ſpirit call Alphonſo; | 

arms thought I ſaw thee too 3 but O, I thought not 

: at I indeed ſhould be ſo bleſt to ſee thee 

rt. Alm. But ſtill, how cam'ſt thou hither ? How thus? 

1. an__ 

rn hat's he, who like thy ſelf is ſtarted here 

dy'd er leen ? 

el Oſm. Where? ha! What do Iſee? Artonio? 


hee all, In fortunate indeed my friend too, ſafe ! 
ay'd, I #6. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſs'd. 
Alm. More miracles! Antonio too eſcap'd ! 


ome Oſm. And twice eſcap'd, both from the rage of ſeas l 

nd ar: for in the fight I ſaw him fall. | 

Heli. But fell unhurt, a priſoner as your ſelf, t 

length oed as your ſelf made free, hither 1 came 
(daysWpatiently to ſeck you, where I knew 


our grief would lead you, to lament Anſelmo. 
On. There are no wonders, orelſe all wonder. 


ce 

Heli. 1 ſaw you on the ground, and rais'd you up: 
d; nen with Altoniſhment, I ſaw Almeria. 
ic Cm, I ſaw her too, and therefore ſaw not thee. 
Alm, Nor I; nor could I, for my eyes were yours. 
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Oſm. What means the bounty of All- graci 5 

That perſevering ſtill, with 92 band.” —Y 

It ſcatters good, as in a waſte of mercy ! 

Where will this end! but heav'n is infinite 

In all, and can cominue to beſtow, 

When ſcanty number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 
Leo, Or Em deceiv'd, or 1 beheld the glimple 


f Of two in ſhining habits croſs the Iſle, Zara, 
| Who by their pointing ſeem to mark this place, if'oin 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo ſoon, Ny, c 

Oſm. 1 wiſh atleaſt, our parting were a dream, zu wel 
| Or we could ſleep' till we again were met. or fam 
} Heli. Zara with Selim, Sir; I law and know 'em: Wut wha 
4 You muſt be quick, for love will end her wings. «this tl 


Alm, What love? who is ſhe? why are you olarm hy de 
O/m.She's the reverſe of thee, ſhe's my unhappi nei find 


Harbour no thought that may diſturb thy peace; mlm 
But gently take thy ſelf away, leſt ſhe hat th 
Should come, and ſee the {training of my eyes ly love 
To tollow thee. Viithink how we may meet le look 
To part no more; my friend will tell thee all; nne 
How l eſcap'd, how lam here, and thus; lot her 
How I'm not call'd Alphonſo, now, but Oſmyn; Om, 
And he Heli. All, all he will unfold, Zara, 
E'er next we meet. sa reg: 
Alm, Sure we ſhall meet again be fla\ 
O/m. We ſhall; we part not but to meet again, diſdain: 
Gladneſs and warmth of everkindling love 0/m. 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart with Abſence, olt in 
SCENE VIII. law yo 


Oſmyn alone, Zara, 

Vet I behold her—yet — and now no more. ut with 
Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thougl, Netter! 
So ſhall you ſtill behold her ——*rwill not be. O/m, 

O Oimpocence of ſight! mechanick ſenſe, ad on] 
Which to exterior objects ow ſt thy faculty, ook ro 
Not ſeeing ot election, but neceſſitx. ou hay 
Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors, et lool 


Succeſlively refle ct ſucceeding images: Zara. 
Not what they would, but muſt; a ſtar, or toad: wit 
Juſt as the hand of chance adminiſters,” . hat it 
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to ſo the mind, whoſe undetermin'd view 
ſolves, and to the prefent adds the paſt : 
laying further to futurity; 
that in vain, 1 have Almeria here 
once, as before have ſeen her often- 
SCENE IX. 
Zara, Selim, Oſmyn, 
Zara. See where he ſtands, folded and fix'd to earth, 
af aing in thought; a ſtatue among ſtatues, 
hy, cruel Oſmyn, doſt thou fly me thus? 
sit well done! ls this then the return 
or tame, for honour, and for empire loſt ? 
ut what is lols of honour, fame and empire? 
«this the recompence reſerv'd for love? 
hy doſt thou leave my eyes, and fly my arms, 
o find this place of horror and obſcurity ? 
m 1 more loathſome to thee than the grave, 
hat thon doft ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
y love? but to the grave I'!] follow thee | 
le looks not, minds not, hears not; barbarous man, 
n neglected thus? Am I deſpis'd? 
lot heard! ungrare ful O myn. 
Oſm, Ha, 'tis Zara ; 
Zara. Yet, traitor ; Zara, loſt, abandon'd Zara, 
$a regardleſs ſuppliant, now, to Oſmyn. 
ie Nlave, the wretch that ſhe redeem'd from death, 
hiſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. 
0/m. Far be the guilt of ſuch reproaches from me; 
oſt in my ſelf, and blindgd by my thoughts, 
law you not, till now. 
Zara. Now then you ſee me 
ut with ſuch dumb and thankleſs eyes you look, 
:tter I was unſeen, than ſeen thus coldly, 
oſm. What would you from a wretch who came to 
nd only for his ſorrows choſe this ſolitude? (mourn? 
ook round; joy is not here, nor chearfulneſs, : 
ou have purſu'd misfortune to its dwelling, 
et look for gaiety and glagneſs there. 
Zara. Inhuman! why, why doſt rack me thus? 
nd With perverſeneſs, fiom the purpoſe, anſwer ? 
nat it't to me, this houſe of miſery ? | 
; What 


-_- 
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What joy do I require? if thou doſt mourn, 
I come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy griefs, 
And give thee, for *em, in exchange, my love, 
Oſm. O that's the greateſt grief Il am ſo poor 
I have not wherewithal to give again. 
Zara. Thou haſt a heart, though 'tis a ſayage one; 


Give it me as it is; I ask no more { | ha\ 
For all I've done, and all I have endur'd : zuin! 
For ſaving thee, when I beheld thee firſt queen 
Driv'n by the Tide upon my country's coaſt, ut larg 
Pale and expiring, drench'din briny waves, he ſte 

Thou and thy friend, till my compaſſion found thee; Mi. af 


Compaſlion! ſcarce will't own that name, ſo ſoon, 
So quickly was it love; for thou wert god-like 
Ev'n then. Kneeling on earth, I loos'd my hair, 
And with it dry'd thy wat'ry cheeks ; then chat'd 
Thy temples, till reviving blood aroſe, 
And like the morn vermilion'd o'er thy face. 
O heay'n! how did my heart rejoice and ake, 
When I beheld the op: Bjene>r of thy eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy reſpiring lips! 

Oſm. O call not to my mind what you have done; 


It ſets a debt of that account before me, * 
Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt even in hopes. 27 
Zara. The faithful Selim, and my women know "mg 
The dangers which I tempted to conceal you. - | 
You know how I abus'd the credulous king; twhat 
What arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, bis gro 
When hereceiv'd you as the prince of Fez; hee no 
And as my kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd you, ſomet 
O, why do I relate what I have done? at to] 
What did Inot ? Was't not for you this war an all 
Commenc'd ? Not knowing who you were, nor wly litor, - 
You bated Manuel, I urg'd my husband yy 
To this invaſion ; where he late was loſt, (Wit 
Where all is loſt, and I am made a ſlave. $ that 
Look on me now, from empire fall'n to ſlavery ; kling 
Think on my ſuff'rings firſt, then look on me; dow n 
Thipk on the cauſe of all, then view thy felt : d taril 
Reflect on O/myn, and then look on Zara, { fear 


te, tl 


\ : 
SY 


be fall'n, the loſt, and now the captive Zara, 

nd now abandon'd.— ſay, what then isoſmyn? 
Oſm, A fatal wretcha huge {tupendous ruin, 
bat tumbling on its prop, cruſi!'dall beneath, 

nd bore contiguous palaces to earth. 


{ | have gain'd thy love, tis glorious ruin; 
zuin! 'tis (till to reign, and to be more 
queen; for what are riches, empire, power, 
ut larger means to gratifie the will? 
he ſte ps on which we tread, to riſe, and reach 
ur with ; and that obtained, down with the ſcaffoldin 


Om, Why was I made the inſtrument, to throw 

n bonds the frame of this exalted mind? 

Zara, We may he free; the conqueror is mine; 
chains unſeen I hold him by the heart, 

nd can unwind or ſtrain him as I pleaſe. 

e me thy love, Þll give thee liberty. 

/in. In vain you offer, and in vain require 

hat neither can eli Set free your ſelf, 

d leave a ſlave the w/etch that would be ſo. 


Om. Alas, you know me not. 

Zara. Not who thou art: 

what, this laſt ingratitude declares, 

his proveling baſeneſs——thou ſay'ſt true, I know 

dee not, for what thou art yet wants a name: 

ſomething ſe unworthy, and ſo vile, 

at to have loy'd thee makes me yet more loſt, 

an all the malice of my other fate. | 

ltor, monſter, cold and perfidious ſlave ; 

laye, not daring to be free! nor dares 

love above him, for 'tis dangerous 

that, I know; for thou doſt look, with eyes 

kling deſire, and trembling to poſſeſs. 

ow my charms have reach d thy very ſou), 

it: q thrill d thee through with darted fues: but thou 
Th t fearſo much, thou dar'ſtnot wiſh. The king! 


te, there's the dreadtul ſound, the king's thy 1 
Sel. 


— 
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Zara. Vet thus, thusfall', thus leyell'd with the vileſt, 


diſcepters, crowns, and thrones; they've ſerv'd their 
Ind are, likelumber, to be left and ſcorn'd. (end, 


Zara. Thou canſt not mean ſo poorly as thou talk'ſt, 
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Sel. Madam, the King is here, and entring noy, 
Zara. As Icould wiſh; by beav'n Il be reveng, 
| SCENE X. 
Zara, Oſmyn, Selim, the King, Perez, and Atien 
King. Why does thefaireſt of her kind withdray 
Her ſhining trom the day, to gild this Scene 
Ot death and night? Ha! what diſorder's this? 
Some what I heard of king and rival mention'd. 
What's he that dares be rival to the king ? 
Or litt his eyes to like, where I adore? 
Zara; There, he; your priſoner, and that wut 


ſlave. 
King. How? better than my hopes? Does ſhe aca 
him? ; 


Zara. Aml become ſo low by my captivity, 
And do your arms ſo leſſen what they conquer, 
That Zara muſt be made the ſport of ſlaves? 

And ſhall the wretch, whom yeſter ſun beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow'r, 
Preſume to day to plead audacious love, 

And build bold hopes on my dejected fate? 

King. Better for him to tempt the rage of heay'n 
And wrench the bolt red · hiſſing from che hand 
Ot him that thunders, than but think that inſolen 
Tis daring for a god. Hence, to the wheel 
With that Ixion, whe aſpires to hold 
Divinity embrac'd; to whips and priſens 
Drag him with ſpeed, and rid me of his face. 

| (Guards ſeize Oln 

Zara. Compaſlion led me to bemoan his ſtate, 
W hoſe former faith had merited much more: 

Aud through my hopes in you, I undertook 
He ſhould be ſet at large; thence ſprung his inſolen 
And what was charity, he conftru'd love. 

King. Enough ; his puniſhment be what you pleal 
But let me lead you from this place of ſorrow, 

To one, where young delights attend; andjoys 
Tet new, unborn, and blooming in the bud, 
Which wait to be full-blown at your approach, 
And ſpread like roſes on the morning ſun: 
Where ey'ry hour ſhall roll in circling joys, 
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d love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting day. 
without love is load ; and time ſtands (till: 
hat we refuſe to him, to death we give; 

1d then, then only, when we love, we live. 


7 


ACTI. SCENE I: 


A Priſon. > 


Oſmyn alone with a Paper; 


) UT now, and I was clos'd within the tomb 
) That holds my father's aſhes ; and but now, 


2 here he was pris' ner I am too impriſon'd. 
14 re tis the hand of heay'n that leads me thus, 
i nd for ſome purpoſe points out theſe remembrance, 
a dark corner of my cell I tound . 
| bis paper, what it is this light will ſhew, 
t heav'nW my Alphoſo Ha! (Readings 
and my Alphonſo live, reſtore him, heav'n ; 
inſolene ve me more weight, cruſh my declining years 
1 ith bolts, with chains, impriſonment and want; 


ut bleſs my ſon, viſit not him for me. 
is his hand ; this was 1 vr yet mofe: 


ice. tev'ry hair, which ſorrow by the roots (Reading. 
ſeize Olaip*'s from my hoary and devoted head, 
iis Rate, Wi doubled in thy mercies to my ſon ; 
ore: vt for my ſelf, but him; hear me, all gracious 
s wanting what ſhou'd follow--Heav'n ſhou'd fol- 
s inſolenFit tis torn off. Why ſhou'd that word alone (low. 
torn from his petition? *twas to heav'n, 
you plea heav'n was deaf, heav'a heard him not; but thus, 
row, bus as the name of heav'n from this is torn, 
djoys d it tear the ears of mercy from 
bud, s voice, ſhutting the gates of pray'r againſt him, 


dach, piety be thus debarr'd acceſs 
: high. and of good men the very beſt 
»  Wbngled out to bleed and bear the ſcourge, 
| lat is reward? or what is puniſhment? But 
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Which Manuel! to his own uſe and avarice 
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But who ſhall dare to tax eternaljuſtice! 
Yet l maythink — I may, I muſt ; for thought 


Precedes the will :o think, and ecror lives 


E'er reaſon can be born, Reaſon, the power 
To gueſs at right and wrong; the twinkling lamp 
Of wand'ring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 
Fooling the follower, betwixt ſhade and ſhining, 
What noiſe! who's there? my friend! how can't thay 
hither ? 

SCENE II. 

Oſmyn, Heli. 

Helig The time's too precious to be ſpent in telling; 
The captain, influenc'd by Almeria's power, 

Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 

Oſm. How does Almeria? but I know, ſhe is, 
Aslam, Tell me, may I hope to ſee her? 

Heli. You may; anon, at midnight when the king 
Is gone to reſt, and Garcia is retirid, 

(Who takes the privilege to viſit late, 
Preſuming ona brid egroom's right) ſhe'll come. 

Om. Shell come! 'tis what 1 wiſh, yet whatl fear 
She'll come; but whither, and to whom? O heav'n! 
Toa vile priſon, and a captive wretch ; 

To one, whom had ſhe never known ſhe had 
Been happy: why, was that heav'nly creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what heav'n forſakes ? 
Why does ſhe follow, with un wearied ſteps, 
One, who has tir'd misfortune with purſuing ? 
One, driv*n about the world like blaſted leaves 
And chaft, the ſportof adverſe winds; *cill late 
At length, impriſon'd in ſome cleſtof rock, 

Or earth, it reſts, and rots to ſilent duſt, 

Heli. Have hopes, and hear, the voice of better fate 
I've learn'd there are diſorders ripe for mutiny 
Among the ti oops, who thought to ſhare the plunde 


Converts. This news has reach'd FValentia's frontiers; 
Where many of your ſubjects, long oppreſs'd 
With tyranny and grieyous impoſitions, 

Are riſen in arms, and call tor chiets to head 
Aud lead em, to regain their rights and liberty. 
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ht 0/m. By heav*n thou'ſt rous'd me from my lethargy, 

The ſpirit which was deaf tomy own wrongs, 

And the loud cries of my dead father's blood; 
mp Deat to revenge —Nay, which refus'd to hear 
NS, The piercing ſighs and murmurs of my love 
g. Yet unenjoy'd; what not Almeria could 
1\'ſt thoufMRevive, or raiſe, my people's voice has waken'd. 
O my Antonio, I am all on fire, | 
My ſoul is up in arms, ready to charge 
And bear amiꝗſt the foe, with conqu'ring troops. 
telling; Wi bear em call to lead em on to liberty, 
To victory; their ſhouts and cla mours rend 
My ears, and reach the heav'ns; where is the king ? 
Where is Alphonſo? ha! where ? where indeed: 
01 could tear and burſt the ſtrings of lite, 
To break thoſe chains. Off, off, ye ſtains of royalty. 
df, ſlavery. Ocurſe! that I alone 
an beat and flutter in my cage, whenl 
Would ſoar and ſtoop at victory beneath. 
Heli. Our poſture of affairs, and ſcanty time, 
y lord, require you ſhould compoſe your ſelf, 
nd think on what we may reduce to practice, 


/ 


' 


ie king 


9. 
hat! fear 
av'n! 


| ara, the cauſe of your reſtraint, may be 

e he means of liberty reſtor'd. That gain'd, 
decaſion will not fail to point out ways 

| or your eſcape, Mean time, I've thought already 

. V ich ſpeed and ſafety, to convey my felt 

es here not far off ſome male contents hold council 

ue ghtly; who hate this tyrant ; ſome, who love 

: 'n/elmo's memory, and will, for certain, 

Vhen they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your cauſe. 
zetter fu n. My friend and counſellor, as thou think'ſt fit, 
1W o do, I will with patience wait my fortune. 
> plunde Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your averſion. 

On. | hate her not, nor can I diſlemble love: 
frontiers; nas may, I'll do, I have a paper 
qd nich I would ſnhew thee, friend, but that the ſi ght 
ould hold thee here, and clog thy expedition, 
Within | found it, by my father's hand 
ty. was writ; a pray'r for me, wherein appears 


erna love preyailing o'er his ſorcows ; - S_- 
$7 3 Such 


» 
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Such ſanQity, ſuch tenderneſs, ſo mix'd 
With grief, as wou'd draw tears from inbumanity. 

Heli. The care ot providence ſure left it there, 
To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 
Was never heard in vain : heav'n has in tore 
For you, theſe bleſſings it with-held from him. 

In that aſſurance live; which time, hope, 
Rund our next meeting will confirm. 

Oſm. Farewel, 

My friend; the good thou doſt deſerve attend thee, 
SCENE III. a 
Oſmyn alone. 

I've been to blame, and queſtion'd with impiety 
The care of heay'n. Not fo my father bore 
More anxious grief. This ſhould have better taught me 
This leflon, in ſome hour of inſpiration, 

By him ſet down; when his pure thoughts were born 
Like fumes of ſacred incenſe o'er the clouds, 
And wafted thence, on angel's wings, thro' ways 
Ot light, to the bright ſource of all, For there 
Hein the book of preſcience ſaw this day; 
And waking to the world and mortal ſenſe, 
Left this example of his reſignation, 
This bis laſt legacy to me, which, here, 
I'll treaſure, as more worth than diadems, 
Or all extended rule of regal pow'r. 
SCENE IV. 
| Oſmyn, Zara veiÞd. 
Oſm. What brightneſs breaks upon me thus throu 
ſhades, 

And promiſes a day to this dark dyelling ? 
It is my love? | 

Zara. O that thy heart had taught (Liſting ber ft 
Thy tongue that ſaying, 

O/m. Zara! lambetray'd 
By my ſurpriſe, 

Zara, What, does my face diſpleaſe thee ? 
That having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy Eyes 
Away, as from kan, rr horror, 

If ſo, this ſable curtain ſhall again 
Be drawn, and I will ſtand before thee ſeeing, 
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d unſeen. Is it my love? ask again | 
hat queſtion, ſpeak _ in that ſoft voice, 
ad look again with wiſhes in roy 1 
re, 
no, thou canſt not, for thou ſeeſt me now, 
; ſhe whole ſavage breaſt has been the cauſe 
df theſe thy wrongs; as ſhe, whoſe barbarous rage 
u loaden thee with chains and galling irons : 
Yell doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my falſeneſs : 
ould one who loy'd, thus torture whom ſhe lov'd ? 
lo, no, it muſt be hatred, dire revenge, 
1d deteſtation, that cou'd uſe thee thus. 
othou doſt think; then do but tell me (o; 
ell me, and thou ſhaltſee how I'll revenge 
Thee on this falfe one, now I'll ſtab and tear 
bis heart of flint*till it ſhall bleed; and thou 
halt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miſeries. 
on. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
bear my tortune with ſolow a mind, 
5 ſtill to meditate revenge on all 
/hom chance, or fate working by ſecret cauſes, 
Has made perforce fubſeryient to that end 
he heav'nly pow'rs allot me; no, not you, 
But deſtiny and inauſpicious ſtars 
Have caſt me down to this low being: or, 
Granting you had, from you 1 have deſerv'd it. 
Zara. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madneſs? 
O, give that madneſs yet a milder name, 
And call it paſſion ; then, be {till more kind, 
And call that paſſion love. 
Oſm. Give it a name, 
Or being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 
Zara. O _ doſt wound me more with this thy goods 
neſs, | 
Than e' er thou could'ſt with bittereſt reproaches; 
Thy anger could not pierce thus to my heart. 
, Oſm. Yer I could wiſn 
Zara. Haſte me to know it : what? 
Oſm. That at this time I had not been this thing. 
Zara, What thing? 
m. This ſlave. 


anity, 


n. 


thee, 


piety 
aug ht me 


ere born 


ways 
ere 


us throu! 


Ng ber Ve 


ig, 


C 4 Zara. 


32 The Maurning Bridr. 
Zara. Oheav'n! my fears interpret 
This thy ſilence; ſomewhat of high concern, 
Long faſhioning within thy labouring mind, 
And now juſt ripe for birth, my rage has ruin'd, 
Have I done this? tell me, am ſo curs'd zj 
Oſm. Time may have (till one ſated hour to come, 
Which wing'd with liberty, might overtake | 
Occaſion paſt, | 
Zara, Swift as occaſion, I 
My ſelf will fly; and earlier than the morn 
Wake thee to freedom. Now tis late; and yet 
Some news few minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
To ſhake the temper of the king w O knows 
What racking cares diſeaſe a monarch's bed? 
Or, love, that late at night ſtill lights his lamp, 
And ſtrikes his rays thro* dusk and folded lids, 
Forbidding reſt, may ſtretch his eyes awake, 
And forcetheir balls abroad at this dead hour, 
T1] try. 
Oſm, I have not merited this grace; 
Nor, ſhou'd my ſecret purpoſe take effect, 
Can I repay, as you require, ſuch benefits, 


Zara. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 


To give, than I've already leſt. But now, 

So does the form of our engagement reſt, 

Thou haſt the wrong; *till Il redeem thee hence; 
That done, I leave thy juſtice to return 


My love. Adieu. | 
| SCENE V. 


Oſmyn alone. 

This woman has a ſoul 
Of god-like mould, intrepid and commanding, 
And challenges, in ſpight of me, my beſt 
Eſteem; to this ſhe's fair, few more can boaſt 
Of perſonal charms, or with leſs vanivy 
Might hope to captivate the hearts of kings. 
But ſhe has paſſions which outſtrip the wind, 
And tear her vertues up, as tempeſts root 
The ſea. I fear when ſhe ſnall know the truth, 
Some ſwiftand dire event of her blind rage 
Will make all fatal, But behold ſhe comes 
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or whom 1 fear, to ſhield me from my fears, 
he cauſe and comfort of my boding heart. 

SCENE VI. 
Almeria, Oſmyn. _ 

Om. My life, my health, my liberty, my all! 
How ſhall I welcome thee to this {ad place? 
low {peak to thee the words of joy and tranſport? 
ow run into thy arms with-held by fetters; 
r take thee into mine, while I'm thus manacled 
ind pinion'd like a thief or murderer? 
hall I not hurt and bruiſe thy tender body's 
\nd ſtain thy boſom with the ruſt of theſe 
dude irons! muſt I meet thee thus, Almeria? 
Alm. Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet again. 
houtold'ſt me thou would'ſt think how we might meet 
o part no more now we will part no more; 
or theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall join us ever. 
oſm. Hard means to ratifie that word! O cruelty ! 
hat ever I ſhould think beholding thee | 
torture yet, ſuch is the bleeding anguiſh 
df my heart, to ſee thy ſufferings 0 heay'n!. 
That I could almoſt turn my eyes away, 
Dr wiſh thee from my ſight. 

Alm. O! ſay not ſo? 
Tho? 'tis becauſe thon lov'ſt me: do not ſay, 

n any terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee. 
o, no, *tis hetter thus, that we together 
eed on eachother's heart, deyour our woes 
Vith mutual appetite; and mingling in 
Dne cup the common ſtream of both our eyes, 
Drink bitter draughts, with never (lacking thirſt. 
Thus better, than for any caule to part, | 

hat doſt thou think? Look not ſo tenderly 
pon me ſpeak, and take me in thy Arms 
hou canſt not! thy poor arms are bound, and ſtrive 
1vain with the remorſeleſs chains, which gnaw 

nd eat into thy fleſh, feſtring thy limbs. 
Vith rankling ruſt. 
Oſm. Oh! 0 . | 
Alm. Give me that ſigh. ths 
Phy doſt thou heaye, and ſtifle in thy grief? 
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Thy heart will burſt, thy eyes look red and ſtart; 
Give thy ſoul way, and tell me thy dark thought. 
Oſm. For this world's rule, I would not wound thy 
breaſt , | | 
With ſuch a dagger as then ſtuck my heart, 
Alm. Why ? why? to know it, cannot wound me 
more, 
Than knowing thou haſt felt it: tell it me 
Thou giv'ſt me pain with too much tenderneſs! 
O/m. And thy exceſſive love diſtracts my ſenſe! 
O wou dſt thou be leſs killing, ſoft or kind, 
Grief cou'd not double thus his darts againſt we. 
Alm. Wen doſt me wrong, and grief too robs my 
eart, 
If there he ſhoot nor ev'ry other ſhaft; 
Thy ſecond felt ſhow'dſt feel each other wound, 
And woe ſhou'd be in equal portions dealt, 


Iam thy wife——— 


Oſm. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep : 
There, there I bleed; there pull the cruel cords, 
That ſtrain my cracking nerves; engines and wheel 
That piece-meal grind are beds of down and balm 
To that ſoul-racking thought. 

Alm, Then 1am curs'd 
Indeed, if that be ſo; it I'm thy torment, 
Kill me, then kill me, daſh me with thy chains, 
Tread on me; what, am I the boſom-ſnake, 
That ſucks thy warm lite-blood, and gnaws thy heart 
O that thy words had force to break thoſe bonds, 
As they have ſtrength to tear this heart in ſander ! 


So ſhou'dſt thou be at large from all oppreſſion, 


Am I, am I of all thy woes the worſt? 
_ My all of bliſs, my everlaſting life, 
Soul of my ſoul, and end of all my wiſhes, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy words, 
And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings? 
hy doſt thou ask? why doſt thou talk thus piercing 
Thy ſorrows have diſturb'd thy peace of mind, ( 
And thou doſt ſpeak of miſeries impoſſible. {(balw 
Alm. Didſt thou not ſay that racks and wheels we! 


And beds of eaſt, to thinking me thy wife? 


: 
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oſm. No, no; nor ſhou'd the ſubtleſt pains that hell- 
Or hell- born malice can extort 
Awiſh or thought from me, to have thee other. 
Bat thou wilt know what harrows up my heart : 
Thou art my wife. nay, thouart yet my bride, 
The ſacred union of connubial love 
Yet unaccompliſh'd; his myſterious rites 
Delay'd; nor has our hymeneal torch 
Yet lighted up his laſt moſt grateful ſacrifice 
But daſh'd with rain from eyes, and ſwail'd with ſights, 
Buzns dim and glimmers with expiring light. 
Is this dark cell a temple for that god? 
Or this vile earth an altar for ſuch off rings ? 
This den for ſlaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes; 
Is this our marriage-bed / are theſe our joys! 
Is this to call thee mine? O hold my heart! 
To call thee mine? yes; thus, ev'n thus, to call 
Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extreameſt ecſtaſie. 
But O! thou art not mine, not ev'n in miſery 
And*tisdeny'd to me to be. ſo bleſs'd, 
às to be wretched with thee, 

Alm. No; not that 
Th' extreameſt malice of our fate can hinder: 

That ſtill is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the leavings of calamity, 
There we will teaſt and ſmile on paſt diſtreſs, 
And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual ruin. 

Oſm. O thou doſt talk, my love, as one reſoly'd, 
Becauſe not knowing danger. But look forward; 
Think on to-morrow, when thou ſhalt betorn 
From theſe weak, ſtruggling, unextended arms ; 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will ſtrain, 
To graſp and reach what is deny'd my hands: 

Think how the blood will ſtart, and tears will guſh 

To follow thee, my que, Urs 
Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia; 
Then will I ſmear theſe walls with blood, disfigure 
And daſh my face, and rive my clotted hair, 
Break on the flinty floor my throbbing breaſt, 
And groyel with gaſh'd hands to ſcratch a grave, 


strip⸗ 


FI 


- 


"i 


And bury me alive. 


Dare you diſpute the king's command? behold 


What ſay'ſt thou? 
Oſm. We are loſt ! undone! diſcover'd! 


* 


oO — * . 
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Stripping my nails to tear this pavement up,, 


ondu 
put till 
Zar, 


Alm, Heart-breaking horror! onful 

Oſm. Then Garcia ſhall lye panting on thy boſom, WTis pl. 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy charms ; How ( 
And thou perforce mult yield, and aid his tranſport, Ne bl 
Hell ! hell! have I not cauſe to rage and rave? drike, 
What are all racks, and wheels, and whips to this? erdit! 
Are they not ſoothing ſoftneſs, ſinking eaſe, Oſm 
And watting air to this? O my Almeria! 
What do the damn'd endure, but ro deſpair, Diſtrel 
But knowing heav'n, to know it loſt for ever? 

Alm. O, I am ſtruck; thy words are bolts of ice, 
Which ſhort into my breaſt, now melt and chill me, Zar. 
I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling tears. hoak 
No, hold me not ©, let us not ſupport Df thi 
But ſink each other, deeper yet, down, down, On 
Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our eyes, Zar. 
But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of earth onfut 
With rivers of inceſſant ſoalding rain. ou're 

. "SCENE VII. Perhaj 


Zara, Perez, Selym, Oſmyn, Almeria. | 
Zara. Somewhat of weight to me requires his free 
dom. 


The royal ſigner. 

Per. Iobey; yet beg 
Your majeſty one moment to defer 
Your entring, till the princeſs is return'd” 
From viſiting the noble priſoner, 

Zara. Ha: 


Retire, my life, with ſpeed——alas, we're ſeen, 
Speak of compaſlion, let her hear you ſpeak 
Ot interceeding for me with the king; 
Say ſomewhat quickly to conceal our loves, 
It poſſible 

Alm. —1 cannotſpeak, 

O/m, Let me ; 
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onduct you forth, as not perceiving her, 
But till ſhe's gone; then bleſt me thus again. 5 
Zara. Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth! 
onfulion in his face, and grief in hers! | 
Tis plain, I've been abus d death and deſtruction! 16 
How ſhall L ſearch into this myſtery ! 
The blueſt blaſt of peſtilential air 
&rike, damp, deaden her charms, and kill his eyes; 
erdition catch*em both, and ruin part'em. 
O/m, This charity to one unknown, and thus | 
( Aloud to Almeria as ſhe goes out, 
Diltreſs'd, heav'n will repay ; all thanks are poor, 
SCENE VIII. ; | 
Zara, Selim, Oſmyn, 
Zara, Damn'd, damn'd diſſembler ! yet I will be calm, 
hoak in my rage, and know the utmoſt depth 
df this deceiver you ſeem much ſurpriz'd. 
0/m. At your return ſo ſoon and unexpected! 
Zara. And ſo unwiſh'd. unwanted too it ſeems, 
onfuſion! yet 1 will contain my ſelf. 
ou're grown a favourite ſince laſt we parted; 
perhaps I'm ſawcy and intruding 
Oſm. Madam! 
Zara. I did not know the princeſs's favourite; 
Your pardon, Sir miſtake me not; you think 
'mangry; you're deceiv'd, I came to ſet 
ou free; but ſhall return much better pleas'd, 
To find you have an intereſt ſuperior. 
Om. Youdo not come to mock my miſeries? 
Zara, Ido. 
Om, I could at this time ſpare your mirth. 
Zara. I know thou cou'd(t ; but I'm not often pleas'd, 
nd will indulge it now. What miſeries ? 
ho wou'd not be thus happily confin'd, 
een, o be the care of weeping majeſty ? g 
o have contending queens at dead of night, F 
orſake their down, to weak with watry eyes, | 
nd watch like tapers o'er your hours of reſt, 
) curſe! I cannot hold 4 
0/m, _ tis too much. | my : 
- a, Villain! L 
„Con- 1285 ; ; : Of; 


38 The Mourning 
Ofm. How, madam! 
Zara. Thou ſhalt die. 
Oſm, I thank you. 
Zara. * ly'ſt ; for now I know for whom thou'dt 
ive. 
Oſm. Then you may know for whom I'd die. 
Zara, Hell! hell! 
Yet Il be calm dark and unknown betrayer! 
But now the dawn begins, and the ſlow hand 
Of fate is ſtretch'd to draw the veil, and leave 
Thee bare, the naked mark of publick view. 
Oſm. You may be ſtill deceiv'd, tis in my pow, 
Zara. Who waits there? as you'll anſwer'it, look, 
this ſlave (To the Guarl, 
Attempt no means to make himſelf away, 
I've beendeceiy'd, The publick ſafety now 
Requires he ſhou'd be more confin'd, and none, 
No, not the princeſs, ſuffer'd or to ſee, 
Or ſpeak with him. PII quit you to the king. 
Vile and ingrate / too late thou ſhalt repent 
The baſe injuſtice thou haſt done my love: 
Yes, thou ſhalt know, ſpite of thy paſt diſtreſs, 
And all thoſe ills which thou ſo long haſt mourn'd; 
Heav'n has no rage, like love to hatred turn'd, 
Nor hell a fury, like a Woman ſcorn'd, 


a eee 
er W. SGSN 
A Room of State. 


Zara, Selim. 


Zar N haſt already rack'd me with thy ſtay; 
Therefore require me not to ask thee twice 
Reply at once to all. What is concluded? 
Sel. Your accuſation highly has incens'd 
The king, and were alone enough to urge 
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he fate of O/myn; but to that, freſh news 

[; (ince arriv'd, of more revolted troops. 

Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 

Which breeds amazement and diſtraction) ſome 
Who bore high offices of weight and truſt, | 
Both in the ſtate and army. This confirms | 
he king in full belief of all you told him, 
oncerning ry * and his correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the mutiny. 


39 


 thou'lh 


: Wherefore a warrant for his death is ſign'd, 
pow'r. And order given for publick execution, | 
it, look Zara. Ha! haſte thee! fly, prevent his fate and mine; 
be Guard rind out the king, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t'impart e er Oſmyn die. 
Sel, It needs not, for the king will trait be here, 
ne, And as to your revenge, not his own int'reſt, 


Pretend ta ſacrifice the liſe of Oſmyn. 
Zara. W hat ſhall I ſay? invent, contrive, adviſe 
Somewhat to blind the king, and ſave his life 
In whom 1live. Spite of my rage and pride, 
lama woman and a lover ſtill. 
O! *tis more griet but to ſuppoſe his death, 
Than till to meet the rigour of his ſcorn. 
From my deſpair my anger had its ſource ; 
When he is dead I muſt aeſpair for ever. 
For ever! that's deſpair it was diſtruſt 
before; diſtruſt will ever be in love, 
And anger is diſtruſt, both ſhort- liv'd pains, 
But in deſpair, and ever-during death, 4 
No ter m, no bound, but infinite of woe. 
O torment, but to think ! what then to bear? 
Not to be born deviſe the means to ſhun it, 
Quick; or, by heav'n, this dagger drinks thy blood, 
Sel. My life is yours, nor wiſh I to preſerve it, 
but to ſerve you. I have already thought. 
Zara. Forgive my rage; I know thy love and truth, 
But ſay, what's to be done; or when, or how 
Shall I prevent, or ſtop th' approaching danger? 
Sel. You muſt ſill ſeem moſt reſolute and fix'd 
On Oſmynis death ; too quick a change for mercy, 
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4.0 The Mourning Bride. 
Might breed ſuſpicion of the caufe, Adviſe, 
That execution may be done in private. 

Zara. On what — ? 

Sel. Your own requeſt's enough, 
However, fora colour, tell him, you 
Have cauſeto fear his guards may be corrupted, 
And ſome ot them bought off to O/myn's int'reſt, 
Who, at the place of execution, will 
Attempt to force his way for an eſcape, 
The ſtate of things will countenance all ſuſpicions, 
Then offer to the king to have him — 22 a 
In ſecret by your mutes; and get an order, 
That none but mutes may have admittance to him. 
I can no more, the king is here, Obtain 
This grant and I'll acquaint you with the reſt. 

SCENE II. 
King, Gonſalez, Perez, Zara, Selim. 
- King. Bear to the dungeon thoſe rebellious ſlaves, 
Th' ignoble curs, that yelpto fill the cry, 

And ſpend their mouths in barking tyranny. 
But for their leaders, Sanco and Ramirez, 
Let 'em be led away to preſent death, 
Perez, ſee it perform'd. 

Gonſ. Might I preſume, 
Their execution better were deferr'd, 
Till O/myn die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this conſpiracy. 

King. Then be it ſo. | 
Stay, Soldier; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none return'd of thoſe who follow'd Heli? 


Goyſ. None, Sir. Some papers have been ſince dib 


cover'd 
In Rogerigo's houſe, who fled with him, 
Which ſeem to intimate, as it Alphon/s 
Were {till alive, andarming in Valentia, 
Which wears indeed this 17 An of a truth, 


They who have fled have that way bent their courſe, 


Of the ſame nature divers notes have been 
Diſpers'd, t'amuſe the people; whereupon 
Some ready of belief have rais'd this rumour ; 
That being fay'd upon the coaſt of Africk, 
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Ne there diſclos'd himſelf to Albucacim, | 
And by a ſecret compact made with him, 

Open'd and urg'd the way to this invaſion ; 

While he himſelf, returning to Valentia 
n private, undertook to raiſe this tumult. 

Zara. Ha! hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſmyn then Alphonſo ! 

O heav'n! a thouſand things occur at once 
Tomy remembrance now, that make it plain. 

0 certain death for him, as ſure deſpair 
For me, if it be known——If not, what hope 
Have I? Yet*twere thelowelt baſeneſs, now 
o yield him up No, I will ſtill conceal him, 

And try the force of yet more obligations. 

Gon/. Tis not impoſſible. Yet, it may be 
hat ſome impoſtor has uſurp'd his name. 
our beauteous captive Zara can inform, 
uch a one ſo*ſcaping, was receiv'd, 
t any time, in Albucacim's court. 
King. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect: 
n unforeſeen, unwelcome hour ot buſineſs, 
las thruſt between us, and our while of love; 
ut wearing now apace withebbing ſand, 

Will quickly waſte and give again che day. 

Zara. Vou're too ſecure: the danger is more imminent ! 
nan your high courage ſuffers you to ſee, | 
bile O/my7 lives, you are not (ate, 

King, His doom 

$pals'd; if you revoke it not, he dies, 
Zara. 'Tis well. By what J heard upon your entrance, 
had I can unfold what yet concerns 

ou more, One who did call himſelf Alphonſo 

Vas upon my coaſt, as is reported, : 

ind oft had private conference with the king; 

Te what effect I knew not then. But he, 
hon ſo, ſecretly departed, juſt. 
bout the time our arms embark d for Spain. . 
hat I know more, is that a tripple league 

̃ſtricteſt friendſhip, was proleſs'd between 

phon ſo, Heli, and the tray tor Oſmyn, 

King, Publick report is ratify'd in this. | 
rong neceſfry. - 
Kings 
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King. Give order ſtrait that all t he pris'ners die. 24 
Zara. Forbear a moment; ſomewhat more l hare Per 
W orthy your private ear, and this your miniſter, Kit 


King. Let all except Gonſalex leave the room, 
SCENE III. 


King, Gonſalez, Zara, Selim. Gon 
Zara, lam your captive, and you'ye us'd me nobſy Wprono 
And in return of that, tho“ otherwiſe ou' 
Your enemy, I have diſcover'd Cſinyn he k 
His private practice and conſpiracy It not 
Againſt your ſtate: and fully to diſcharge hela 
Myſelt of what I've undertaken, nov he pi 
I think it fit to tell you, that your guards Zar 
Are tainted ; ſome among 'em have reſoly'd 80 far, 
To reſcue O/myn at the mes of death, Gon, 
King. Is treaſon then ſo near us as our guards! King 
Zara. Moſt certain; tho' my knowledge is not ye: WM I. 
So ripe to point at the particular men, Zar. 
King. What's to be done? Behalf: 
Zara. That too I will adviſe, King 
I have remaining in my train ſome mutes, Zar, 
A preſent once from the Sultana Queen, Who v 


I will r 


In the GrandS$ignior's court. Theſe, from their infanc 
altrad 


Are practis'd in the trade of death; and ſhall 

(As there the cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle Oy. 
G0 2. My lord, the Queen adviſes well. i 
Ring. What off ring or what recompence remains 

In me, that can be worthy ſo great ſervices? 

To caſt beneath your feet the crown you've fav'd, 


Gon 
er wo 
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Tho on the head that wears it, were too little. like it 

Z ira. Of that hereafter; but, mean time, tis fit King 
You give ſtrict charge, that none may be admitted ire we 
To ſee the pris'ner, but ſuch mutes as Gon. 
Shall ſend. : In the ſ 
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King. Who waits there? 
SCENE IV. 
King, Gonſalez, Zara, Selim, Perez, 
Rin; On your life take heed, 
That only Zara's mutes, or ſuch who bring 
Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor, 
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lie. Zara, They and no other, not the princeſs ſelt. 
| have Perez, Your majeſty ſhall be obey d. 15 + 
er, King, Retire, 

. SCENE V. 


King, Gonſalez, Zara, Selim, 
Gonſ. That interdiction ſo particular, 
Pronounc'd with vehemence againſt the princeſs, 
Shou'd have more meaning than appear barefac'd, 
he king is blinded by his loye, and heeds 
It not Your majeſty ſure might have ſpar'd 
he laſt reſtraint ; you hardly can ſuſpect 
heprinceſs is confederate withthe Moor. 
Zara, I've heard, her charity did once extend 
do far, to viſit him, at his requeſt, 
Conſ. Ha! 
King. How ? ſhe viſit Oſnyn what, my daughter 2. 
Sel, Madam, take heed ; or you have ruin'd all, 
* And after did ſollicit you on his 
Pehal 
King. Never, You have been miſ-inform'd. | 
Zara. Indeed? then 'twas a whiiper ſpread by ſome,, 
Who wiſh'd it ſoz a common art in courts, | 
| will retire, and inſtantly prepare 
altra&ion for my miniſters of death. 
SCENE VI. 
King, Gonſalez. 
remains W Gonſe There's ſomewhat yet of myſtery in this; 
er words and actions are obſcure and double, 


ae nobly; 


E 
not ye: 


ir infanc 


myn. 


v'd, Sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree; 
* like it not. 

'tis fit King. What doſt thou think, Gonſaleæ; 
aitted re we not much indebted to this fair one? 


Gonſ. Lama little flow of credit, Sir, 
In the ſincerity of women's actions, 
lethinks this lady's hatred to the Moor 
Pilquiets her too much; which makes it ſeem 
22. $14 ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
wiſh her mutes are meant to be imploy'd 
$ ſhe pretends I doubt it naw. your guards 
orrupted; how ? by whom ? who told her ſo ? 
th eyening Oſmy n was to die; at midnight 
247 D 2 She 
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S he begg'd the royal ſignet to releaſe him; 
I th' morning he muſt die again; e'er noon 
Her mutes alone muſt ſtrangle him, or he'll 
Eſcape. This put together ſuits not well, 

King, V et, that there's truth in what ſhe hath diſcoyer{ 
Is manifeſt from every circumſtance, 

This tumult, and the lords who fled with Feli, 
Are confirmation-——that Alphonſo lives, 
Agrees expreſly too with ber report. 
Gonf, I grant it, Sir; and doubt not, but in rage 
Of jealouſy ſhe has diſcover'd what | 
She now repents, It may be I'm deceiv'd. 
But why that needleſs caution of the-princeſs ? 
What it ſhe had ſeen Omyn? tho*'twere ſtrange. 
But if ſhe had, what was't to her? unleſs 
She fear'd her ſtronger charms might cauſe the Ae 
Affection to revolt. 
King. I thank thee, friend; T 
There's reaſon in thy doubt, and T am warn'd. 
But think'ſt thou that my daughter ſaw this Moor? 
Gonſ. If Oſnynbe, as Zara has related, 
Alphonſo's triend; tis not impoſſible, 
But ſhe might wiſh on his account to ſee him. 

King. Say ſt thou ? by heaven thou haſt rouz'd a thought 
That like a ſudden. earthquake ſhakes my frame. 
Confufion! then my daughter's an accomplice, 

Aud plots in private with this hellifh Moor. 
Gonſ. That were too bard a thought — but ſee it 
comes, 
"Twere not amiſs to queſtion her alittle, 
And try howe'er, it I've divin'd aright. 
If what I fear be true, ſhell be concern'd 
For Ofmmyn's death, as he's Alphonſo's friend, 
Urge that, to try if ſhe'l] ſollicit tor him. 
SCENE VII. 
King, Gonſalez, Almeria, Leonora. 
King, Your coming has prevented me, Almeria; 
J had determin'd to have ſent for you. 
Let your attendant be diſmiſs d; I have | 
(Leonora retire! 
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To talk with you. Come near; why doſt thou ſhake Z 
What mean theſe ſwoll'n and red-fleek'd eyes, that look 
ks they had we pt in blood, and worn the night 
I waking anguiſh? why this, on the day 
covert MWhich was deſign'd to celebrate thy nuptials: 
But that the beams of light are to be ſtain'd 
With reeking gore, from traytors on the rack? 
Wherefore I have deferr'd the marriage- rites, 
or ſhall the guilty horrors of this day 
Prophane that Jubilee, 
Alm. All days to me 
Henceforthare equal; this the day of death, 
0-morrow, and the next, and each that follows; 
Will undiſtinguiſh'd roll, and but prolong 
One bated lins of more extended woe, 
King. Whence is thy griet? give me to know the cauſe 
And look thou anſwer me with truth; for know, 
| am not acquainted with thy falſhood, 
; Why art thou mute? baſe and degenerate maid! 
7 Gonſ. Dear madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the king. 
Alm. What is't to ſpeak ? or wherefore ſhou'd I ſpeaks? 
What meantheſe tears, but grief unutterable ? 
King. They are the dumb conteſſions of thy mind; 
thougheſrhey mean thy guilt; and ſay thow-wer't eonted'rate 
e. With damn'd conſpirators to take my life. N 
O impious parricide! now canſt thou ſpeak ? 
Alm. O earth, behold, I kneel upon thy boſom, 
And bend my flowing eyes, to ſtream upon 
Thy tace, imploring thee that thou wilt yield 
Open thy bowels of compaſſion, take 
lato thy womb the laſt and moſt folorn 
Ot allthy race, Hear me, thou common parent; 
—-[ have no parent elſe be thou a mother, 
And ſtep between me and che curſe of him, 
Who was- ho was, but is no more a father, 
1. but brands my innocence with horrid crimes; 
merias nd forthe tender names ot child and daughter, 
Now calls me murderer and parricide, 1 
King. Riſe, | JI thee riſe and if thou 
oud” | 
cquit toy Ell of thole deteſted names, 
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Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign dog, 
Now doom'd to die, that moſt — Syn. 
Alm. Never, but as with innocence might, 
And free of all bad purpoſes. So heav'n's 
My witneſs. 
King. Vile equivocating wretch ! 
With innocence? O patience ! hear—-She owns it! 
Confeſſes it! by heay'n II] have him rack'd, 


Torn, mangled, flay'd, impal'd.— all pains and torture 


That wit of man anddire revenge can think, 
Shall he accumulated under-bear. 


Alm. Oh, I am loſt — there fate begins to wound, 
King. Hear me; then, it thou can'ſt, reply; Kkuoy, 


traitreſs, 

I'm not to learn that curs'd Alphonſo lives; 
Nor am I ignorant what C/ is. | 
Alm, Then all ended, and we both muſt die, 

Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die 
And yet alone wou'd I have dy'd, heav'n knows, 
Repeated deaths, rather than have revyeal'd thee. 
Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, tho' each 
Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt ſword, 
And cleaves my heart; I wou'd have born it all, 
Nay, all the pains that are prepar'd for thee ; 
To the remorſeleſs rack I wou'd have giv'n 
This weak and tender fleſh, to have been bruis'd 
And torn, rather than bave reveal'd thy being. 
King. Hell, he}! do i hear this, and yet endure! 
What, dar'ft thou to my face avaw thy guilt ? 
Hence, e'er I curſe fly my juſt rage with ſpeed; 
Leſt I forget us both, and (purn thee from me, 
Alm, And yet a father! think 1 am your child. 
Turn not, your eyes away look on me kneeling; 
Now curſe me it you can, now ſpurn me off. 
Did ever father curſe his kneeling child! 
Never: for always bleflings.crewn that poſture, 
Nature inclines,. and balf-way meets that duty, 
Stooping to raiſe from earth the falial reverence; 
For hended kuces returning folding arms, 
Wich pray'rs, and bleſſings, and paternal love, 
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The Mourning Bride. 
o hear me then, thus crawling on the earth. 
king. Be thus advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
„ Pruoe light impreſſion thou haſt made remains, 
Alm, No, never will Iriſe, nor looſe this hold, 
Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 
King. Ha! who may live ?take heed,no more of that; 


47 


18 it! or on my ſoul he dies, tho' thou, and I, 
nd all ſhou'd follow to partake his doom. 
| tortures Wray, off, let me go. Call her attendants. 
| (Leonora and women return. 
Alm. Drag me,harrow the earth with my bare boſom, * 
yound, ll not go 'till you have ſpar'd my husband. 
3 Know, King. Ha! what 15K thou? husband! husband! 
damnation! 
What husband? which? who? 
Alm, He, heis my husband. 
King. Poiſon and daggers! who ? 
Alm. O | (Faint: 
WS, Gonſ. Help, ſupport hef. 
ee. Aim. Let me go, let me fall, ſink 3 dig, 
1 dig a grave, and tear up death; I will; 
|l ſcrape *till I collect his rotten bones, 
Il, nd cloath their nakedneſs with my own fleſh 
es, I will trip off life, and we will change: 
will be death; then tho? you kill my husband 
Sd e ſhall be mine, fill and for ever mine. 
| King. What husband? who? whom doſt thou mean? 
dure! Gonſ, She raves! 
Aim, O that I did, Oſmyn, he is my husband. 
eed; King, Oſmyn ! 
| Alm, Nox O/myn, but Alphonſo is my dear 
wild. 1d wedded husband heav'n, and air, and ſeas, 
ling; ewinds and waves, I call ye all to witneſs. 
Ving. Wilder than winds or waves thyſelf doſt rave; 
0u'd I hear more, I too ſhou'd catch thy madneſs, 
re, t lomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire import, 
'» ach I'll not hear, *till Iam more at peace. 
e; uch her returning ſenſe, and bring me word: 
ad look that ſhe attempt not on her life, 
Co 


SCENE 
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f SCENE VIII. % 
Almeria, Gonſalez, Leonora, Attendant, 
Alm. O ſtay, yet ſtay; hear me, I am not mad, 
I wou'd to heav'nl were———He's gone. 
Gon/. Have comfort. 
Aim. 1 7 be that tongue, that bids me be of con 
ort; 
Curs'd my own tongue, that cou'd not move his pity; NMente 
Curs'd theſe weak hands that could not hold him here is ſub 
For he is gone to doom Alphonſo's death. f I dell 
Gonſ. Your too exceſſive grief works on your fan ae to! 
Ami deludes your ſenſe. Alphonſo, if living, 
Is far from hence, beyond your tather's pow'r. 
Alm. Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd flatterer; Alon. 


nowi. 
nd urg 
ith w 
nd tho 
plelms 
o dou! 
ut how 
o ſet h 


Source of my woes : thou and thy race be curs'd; Gonf. 
But doubly thou, who coud'ſt alone have policy m not 
And fraud to find the fatal ſecret out, Alon. 
And know that ©/myn was Alphonſo. have n. 
Gonſ. Ha! Con. 
Alm. Why doſt thouſtart? what doſt thou ſee or hei fet ſtay, 
Was it the doleful bell, tolling tor death? etT haz 
Or dying groans from my Alphonſo's breaſt? hink t 
See, ſee, look yonder! where a grizzled, pale, Alon. 
And ghaſtly head glares by, all ſmear'd with blood, N Gen. 
Gaſping as it would ous : and after, ſee! e ſeen 
Behold a damp, dead hand as dropp'd a dagger: Alon. 
VII catch ii Hark! a voice cries murder! ah! Gon{. 
My father's voice! hollow it ſounds and calls ongt 
Me from the tomb — V1! follow it; for there umb m 

I ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſo. Alon, 
$8.CEN-E. 1X; Gonf. | 
Gonſalez alone. d priy. 
She's greatly griev'd; nor am l leſs ſurpriz'd. | thoſe 
O/myn Alphonſo ! no; ſhe over-rates ee ſuc] 
My policy: 1 n&'er ſuſpected it: Alon. 
Nor now had known it, but from her miſtake, Gonſ. þ 
Her husband too! ha! where is Garcia then? d ſay I 


And where the crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, this e 


To grace theline of my poſterity ? e great 
Hold, let me think if I ſhou'd tell the king — % 
Things come to this extremity ? his daughter dI yet 


Weddedalready — what if he lhould yield ? Fad 
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nowing no remedy for what is paſt; 
ad urg'd by nature pleading for his child, 
ith which he ſeems to be already ſhaken. 
nd tho' I know he hates beyond the grave 
nſelmo's race; yet i — that if concludes me. 
o doubt, when I may be aſlur'd, is folly. 
ut how prevent the captive queen, who means 4 
o ſet him free? ay, now 'tis plain; O well 
vented tale! he was Alphonſo's friend. 
his ſubtile woman will amuſe the king, 

f I delay ——'twill do. or better ſo. 
our fange to my wiſh. Alonzo, thou art welcome; 
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11s pity; 
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SCENE XR 
r. Gonſalez, Alonzo. | 
erer; Aon. The king expects your lordſhip. 
sd; Gonſ. Tis no matter. 
icy m not i' th' way at preſent, good Alonzo. . 


Alon. It't pleaſe your lordſhip, III return, and ſay 
have not ſeen you. 
Gon/, Do, my belt Alonzo. 
ee or heaFet ſtay, I would — but go; anon will ſerve. 
et have that requires thy ſpeedy help, 
tink thou wouꝰ dſt net ſtop to do me ſervice. 
ale, Alon, | am your creature, 
blood, WM Gorſ. Say thou art my friend. 
e ſeen thy (ward do noble execution, 


zer: Alon. All that it can your lordſhip ſhall command. 
ah! Gonſ. Thanks, and I take thee at thy word. Thou'ſt ſeen, 
5 ong the followers of the captive queen, | 
e umb men, who make their meaning known by ſigns. 
Alon. I have, my lord. 
Gonſ. Cou'd thou procure, with ſpeed 
d privacy, the “* of one 
2˙d. | thoſe, tho? purchas'd by his death, I'd gire 
ee ſuch reward, as ſhou'd exceed thy with. (ſhip? 
Alon. Conclude it done, Where ſhall I wait your lord- 
ke, 74 At my apartment, Uſe thy utmoſt diligence; 
? d ſay I'ye not been ſeen F haſte, good Alonzo, 
n him, this can hardly fail. Alphonſo ſlain, | 
e greateſt obſtacle is then remov'd, 
g ui widow'd, yet again may wed; 
er dI yet fix the crown on Garcia's head. 
SHES © E ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE 1. 
A Room of State. 


King, Perez, Alonzo. 8 
N OT to be found? in an ill hour he's abſent, 
None, ſay you, none ? what, not the fay'r 

Nor ſhe herſelf, nor any of her mutes, (eunuch] 
Have yet requir'd admittance ? 

Per. None, my lord. 

King. Is Oſmyn ſo diſpos'd as I commanded ? 

Per, Faſt bound in double chains, and at full length 
He lyes ſupine on earth; with as much eaſe 
She might remove the centre of this earth, 


here 
As looſe the rivets of his bonds. hat ſo 
King. "Tis well. Der the; 


(A mute appears, and ſeeing the king, reti p,, 
Ha! ſtop and ſeize that mute; Alonzo, follow him, 


bey hi 
Ent'ring he met my eyes, and ſtarted back, King, 
Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his boſom, Thee free 
As to conceal th' importance of his errand. Falle ar 


(Alonzo follows him, and returns with a payirWy ay, 
Alon. O bloody proof of obſtinate fidelity ! 


| natu 

King. What doſt thou mean ? his ho 
Alon. Soon as l ſeiz'd the man, ell hat 
He-ſnatch'd from out his boſom this and ſtrove y heay 
With raſh and greedy haſte, at once to cram ark th 
The morſel down his throat. I catch''d his arm, Per. | 


And hardly wrench'd his hand to wring it from him; King. 
Which done, he drew his ponyard from his ſide, 


And onthe inſtant plung'd it in his breaſt. V hat's 
King. Remove the body thence cer Zara lee it. ne mo 
Alon. I'll be ſo bold to borrow his attire, hat the 

"Twill quit me of my promiſe to Gonſalex. Irench 

Pr 6 SCENE II. King, Perez. hy dot 

Der. Whate'er it is, the king's complexion turns per. 


King. How'sthis? my mortal foe beneath my roof! King. 

(Having read the Leu Mis teeth 

O, give me patience, all ye powers! oh rather Stay t 

Give me new rage, implacable revenge, nd give 
And trebled fur ha! who's there 7 ly 
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per. My lord. . 
. Ning. Hence, ſlave! how dar'ſt thou bide to watch 
Into how poor a thing a king deſcends; (and pry 
How like thyſelf, when paſſion treads him down? 
Ha! ſtir not, on thy lite: for thou wert fix'd 
1nd planted here to ſee me gorge this bait, 
ad laſh againſt the hook by heav'n, you're all 
Rank traitors; thou art with the reſt combin'd; 
nou knew'lt that Oſmyn was Alphonſo, knew'lt 
My daughter privately with him conferr'd; 
1d wert the {py and pandar to their meeting, 
Per, By all that's holy, I'm amaz'd— 
King. Thou ly'ſt. 
ou art accomplice too with Zara; here 
nere ſhe ſets down Still will I /ert thee ſree — (Reading. 
hat ſomewhere is repeated — 1 have power by 
er them that are thy guard. Mark that, thou traytor, 
Per. It was your majeſty's command, I ſhould 
bey her order — 
King, (Reading.) And ſtill will I/et 


abſent, 
e fav'ri 
eunuch! 


length 


7, retint 
him, 


l, Thee free, Alphonſo-—hell! curs'd, curs'd Alphonſo l 
falle and perfidious Zara! ſtrumpet daughter! 
„a payir way, be gone, thou feeble boy, fond love, 
All nature, ſoftneſs, pity and compaſſion, 
his hour I throw ye off, and entertain 
ell hate within my breaſt, revenge and gall. 
rove Wyheay'n I'll meet, and counter-work his treachery, 
ark thee, villain, traitor — anſwer me, flave. 
a, Per, My ſervices has not merited thoſe titles. 
\ him; King. Dar'ſt thou reply? take that. thy ſervice? 
de, thine ? (Strikes him. 
: Vhat's thy whole life, thy ſoul, thy all, to my 
e it. ne moment's eaſe? hear my command; and look 
hat thou obey, or horror on thy head, 
Yrench me thy dagger in Alphonſo's heart. 
ny doſt thou ſtart ? reſolve, o 
turns Per, Sir, I will, 
ny roof! King, 'Tis well—.that when ſhe comes to ſet him free, 
the Lei! Ffisteeth may grin,and mock at her remorſe(Perez going. 
Ty Stay thee. Þ.['ve tarther thought L' add to this, 


ad give her eyes yet greater diſappointment, 
D 
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The Mourning Bride. 
When thou haſt ended him, bring me his robe; 
And let the cell where ſhe'll . to ſee him 
Be darken'd, ſo as to amuſe the ſight. 
I be conducted thither=——mark me well. 
There with his turbant, and his robe array'd, 
And laid along as he now lies ſupine, 
I ſhall convict her to her face of falſhood, 
When for Alphonſo's ſhe ſhall take my hand, 
And breath her ſighs upon my lips for his, 
Sudden I'!1 ſtart, and daſh her with her guilt, 
But ſee, ſhe comes; I'll ſhun th'encounter ; thou, 
Follow me, and give heed to my direction, 
SCENE III. Zara, Selim. 
Zara. The mute not yet return*d ! ha, *twas the king 
The king that parted hence! frowning he went; 
His Sa, Ya meteors roll'd, then darted down 
Their red and angry beams; as if his fight 
Would, like the raging dog-ſtar, ſcorch the earth, 
And kindle ruin in its courſe. Doſt think 
He ſaw me? 
Sel, Ves: But then, as if he thought 
His eyes had err'd he haſtily recall'd 
Th' imperfe& look, and ſternly turn'd away. 


Zara. Shun me when ſeen! I fear thou haſt undone me, 


Thy ſhallow artifice begets ſuſpicion, 
And, like a cob-web veil, but thinly ſhades 
The face of thy deſign; alone diſiguiſing 
W- hat ſhould have ne er been ſeen; imperfect miſchic! 
Thou like the adder, venomous and deaf, 
Haſt ſtung the traveller; and, after, hear'ſt 
Not his purſuing voice; ev'n where thou think'ſt 
To hide, the ruſtling leaves and bended graſs 
.Confeſs, and point the path which thou haſt crept. 
O fate of fools! officious in contriving; 
In executing puzzled, lame and loſt. 

Sel. Avert it, heav'n, that you ſhouldever ſuffer 
For my defect: or that the means which I 
Devis'd to ſerve ſhould ruin your deſign ! 
Preſcieace is heav'ns 3tone, not giv'n to man. 
If Thave fail'd in what has been man, 
I needs muſt fail; impute not as a crime 
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y nature's want, but puniſh nature in me: M1 
plead not for a you and to live, 
qu to be punifh'd and forgiv'n, Here, ſtrike; 
— bare my breaſt to meet your juſt revenge. 
Zara, I have not leiſure now to take ſo poor 
forfeitas thy life: ſomewhat of high 
nd more important fate requires my thought, 
When I've concluded on myſelf, if l 
Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to die. 
legard me well; and dare not :o reply 
ou, lo what I give in charge 3 for I'm reſolv'd, 
ve order, that the two remaining mutes 
tend me inſtantly, with each a bowl 
he king enumb the living taculties, and give 
3 df ſuch ingredients mix'd, as will with ſpeed 
loſt eaſy and inevitable death. 
es, Oſmyn, yes; be Oſmyn or Alphonſo, 
th, give thee freedom, if thou dar'ſt be free: 
uch liberty as I embrace my ſelf, 
hou ſhalt partake. Since fates no more afford; 
can but die with thee to keep my word, 
SCENE: W. 
SCENE opening ſhews the Priſon, 
lone me. Gonſalez alone, diſgnis'd like a Mute, with a Dagger. 
Gonſ, Nor centinel, nor guard! the doors unbarr'd! 
nd all as ſtill, as at the noon of night! 
uredeath already has been bufy here. 
here lies my way, that door too isunlock'd, (Looks in. 
ia! ſuie he ſleeps —all's dark within, ſaye what 
lamp, that feebly lifts a ſickly flame, 
fits reveals his face ſeems turn'd, to favour 
attempt: Ill ſteal, and do it unperceiv'd. 
bat noiſe! ſome body coming? is't Alonzo ? 
o body? ſure he'll wait without I would 
were done l' crawl, and ſting him to the heart, 
nen caſt my skin, and leave it there to anſwer it.(Goes in. 
SCENE V. Garcia, Alonzo. 
Gar, Where? where, Alonzo? where's my father? 
ie king? confuſion? all is on the rout ! (where 
s loſt, all ruin'd by ſurpriſe and treachery, 
here, where is he? why doſt thou thus miſ- lead me? 
Alon. 
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lon. My lord, he enter'd but a moment ſince, 7: hir 
And cou'd not paſs me unperceiv'd What ho; tha 
My lord, my lord, what hoa! my lord Gonſalex ! Dur ſel 
| SCENE VI. Gon / 
Garcia, Alonzo, Gonſalez bloody. Dn me 

Gon. Perdition choak your clamours- —whence i whc 
Garcia! | (rudeneſs? hou'd 
Gar. Perdition, ſlavery, and death, Ind fal 
Are entring now our doors, where is the king ? Gar, 
What means this blood? and why this face ot horror? Nie ho 
Gonſ. No matter —-give me 1 to know the caule He ea 
Ot theſe your raſh and 'li-tim'd exclamations. ppreſ 
Gar. The eaſtern Gate is to the foe betray'd, ith m 
Who, but for heaps of lain, that choaks the paſlages, Wetter v 
Had enter'd long e*er now, and born down all nd ba 
Before 'em, tothe palace walls, unleſs mu 
The king in perſon animate our men Gon. 
 Granada's loſt ; and toconfim this fear, || a fat 
The traytor Perez, and the captive Moor, or the 
Are thro' a poſtern fled, and join the foe. or the! 
Gonſ. Wou'd all were falſe as that; for whom you callſ*mmi 
The Moor, is dead. ThatOſmyn was Alphonſo ; a t 
hoſe 1 


In whoſe heart's blood this ponyard yet is warm. 
Gar. Impoſſible; for O/myn was, while fly ing, Gar. E 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo. he ſhr 
Gonſ. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes, Ne ba- 
How much report has wrong'd your eaſy faith. this! 
(Garcia gre: inWbar's t. 

Alon, My lord, for certain truth Perez is fled; e few 
And has declar'd the cauſe of his revolt, dma] 
Was to revenge a blow the king had giv*n him. (return Aon. 
Gar. Ruin and horror! O heart- wounding fight! quire 
Gonſ. What ſays my ſon ? what ruin? ha? what horro! ſt you 
Gar. Blaſted my eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my tongue 
Rather than orto ſee, orto relate were | 


This deed O dire miſtake ! O fatalblow! Nin th 
The king lee tl 
Gonſ. A onſ. The king. Car. 
Gar. Dead, welt' ring, drown'd in blood, Io 
See, ſee, attir'd like Oſmyn, where he lies. (Ihe) lool ore 
O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done? 8 


Eut what imports the manner, ot the cauſe? No 
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9:bing remains to do, or to require, | ; 
ut that we all ſhould turn our ſwords againſt 
Dur ſelves, and expiate with our own his blood. 

Gonſ. O wretch ! O curs'd, and raſh, deluded fool! 
)n me, on me, turn your avenging ſword, 

ho have ſpilt my royal maſter's blood, 

hou'd make atonement by a death as horrid, 

1nd fall beneath the hand of my own fon. 

Gar, Ha! what ? atone this murder witha greater? 

ie horror of that thought has damp'd my rage. 
e earth already groans to bear this deed ; 
ppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her tace 
ith more unnatural blood, Murder my father! 
eter with this to rip my own bowels, 
ad bathe it to the hilt, in far leſs damnable 
murther. 
Con ſ. O my ſon ! from the blind dotage 
a father's fondneſs theſe ills aroſe ; 
vr thee I've been ambitious, baſe and bloody: 
or thee Pye plung'd into this lea of fin ; 
emming the tide with only one weak hand, 
hile t other bore the crown, (to wreath thy brow) 
hoſe weight has ſunk me e'erl reach'd the ſhore. 
Gar. Fatal ambition! hark! the foe is enter'd :(Shoxt. 
he ſhrillneſs of that ſhout ſpeaks em at hand. 
e have no time to ſearch into the cauſe 
this ſurprizing and moſt fatal error. 

hat's to be done? the king's death known, will ſtrike 

few remaining ſoldiers with deſpair, 

dmake 'em yield to mercy of the conqu'ror. 

Alon. My lord, I've thought how to conceal the body 
quire me not to tell the means, till done, 

t you forbid what then you may approve. (goes in ſhout, 

Gonf . They ſhout again! whate'er he means todo, 

were fit the ſoldiers were amus'd with hopes: 

d in the mean time fed with expectation 
ee the king in perſon at their head. 

Car. Were it a truth, I fear tis now too late. 


to repel their force, or bravely die. 7 
SCENE VII. Gonlalez, Alonzo, - 2) 
nſ. What haſt thou done, Alonzo? Alon, 


Ill omit no care, nor haſte, and try xl 
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' Alon. Sucha deed 

As but an hour ago 1'd not have done, 

Tho' for the crownot univerſal empire. 


But what are kings reduc'd to common clay ? Zay 
Or who can wound the dead ? — I've from the body ; 

Sever'd the head, and in an obſcure corner . Wich 
Diſpos'd it, muffled in the mute's attire, Tour 
Leaving to view of them that enter next, Why i 


Giver 
(They 
Ha! | 
O Oſm 
Cruel, 
| came 
Nay, « 


Alone the undiſtinguiſhable trunk, 
Which may be ſtill miſtaken by the guards 
For O/myn, if in ſeeking for the king 
They chance to find it. 
Son. Twas an act of horror; 

And of a piece with this day's dire miſdeeds. 
But tis no time to ponder or repent. 


Haſte thee, Alonzo, baſte thee hence with ſpeed, but can 
To aid my ſon, I' follow with the laſt O this ; 
Reſerve, to re-inforce his arms, at leaſt, 1 
I ſhall make good. and ſhelter his retreat. 5 * 
SCENE VIII. © foun 

Zara, followed bySelim, and two mutes bearing the boul * 4 
Zara. Silence and ſolitude are ev'ry where; tea 


Thro' all the gloomy ways and iron doors 

That hither lead, nor human face nor voice 

Is ſeen or heard. A dreadful din was wont 

To grate the ſenſe, when enter'd here; from groans 
And howls of ſlaves condemn'd, from clink of chain 
And craſhoft ruſty bars and creeking hinges : 

And ever and anon the ſight was daſh d 

With frighttul faces, and the meagre looks 

Of grim and gaſtly executioners. 

Yet more this ſtilneſs terrifies my ſoul, 


L 
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ly tony 
rink n 
Zara. 
Tis not 
Ve bot] 


Than did that ſenſe of complicated horrors. ; 3 0 
„It may be, that the cauſe of this my errand is 
And purpoſe, being chang'd from lite to death, . 2 
Has allo wrought his chilling change of temper. | 4 bem 
Or does my heart bode more ? what can it more eli 
Than death? rf 38 
Let em {et down the bowls, and warn Alphonſo ; ſont, 


That lam here--(o You return and find ( Mwtes goinyi Tr 
The king; tell him, what he requic'd, Pye done, ds 


And wait his coming to approve the deed, S CEN hen, w 


lover a 
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SCENE IX. Zara, and Mutes. 
Zara. What have you ſeen ? ha / wherefore ſtare 
bod you thus, (The mutes return and look affrighted, 
! Wvih haggar'd eyes? why are your arms a-crols ? 
Your heavy and deſponding heads hung down ? 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe ſad ſigns ? 
Give me more ample knowledge of this mourning, 
(They go to the,c:ne, which opening ſhe perceives the body; 
Ha! proſtrate! bloody ! headleſs! O I'm loſt, 
DOſmyn! O Alphonſo! cruel fate! 
Cruel, cruel, O more than killing object! 
came prepar'd to die, and ſee thee die 
Nay, came prepar'd my felt to give thee death coo 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Oſmyn 
) this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach'rous king ! 
SCENE X Zara, Selim. 
gel. I've ſought in vain, for no where can the king 
de found — | 
Zara, Get thee to hell, and ſeek bim there. Stabs IL 
lis helliſn rage had wanted means to act, 
ban ror thy fatal and pernicious counſel. 
del. You thought it better then but I'm rewarded. 
ne mute you ſent, by ſome miſchance was ſcen, 
and forc'd to yield your letter with his lite : 
tound the dead and bloody body ſtripp'd — 
ly tongue faulters and my voice fails I fink 
ink not the poilon — for Alohor:ſo is (Dies. 
Zara. As thou art now—- and I ſhall quickly be, 
Tisnot that he is dead; for 'twas decrced 
Ve both ſhould die. Nor is't that 1 ſurvive 3 
have a certain remedy for that, 
zu oh, he dy'd unknowing in my heart, 
le knew I lov'd, but knew not to what height: 
orthat I meant to fall before his eyes, 
\ martyr and a victim to my vous: 
'enſible of this laſt proof he's gone. 
et late alone can rob his mortal part 
honſo ſente: his ſoul {till ſees, and knows each purpoſe, 
aeg gend 6x'd event of my perſiſting faith. 
av hen, wherefore do I pauſe? give me the bowl, 
8 (4 mute kneels and gives one of the bowls, 
yer a moment, yet, thou gentle ſpuiit, \ 
F Soul 
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Soul of my love, and I will wait thy flight. 
Th's to our mutual bliſs when join'd aboye. 
O triendly draught, already in my hearr. 
Cold, cold; my veins are icicles and froſt, 
I'll creep into his boſom, lay me there; 
Cover us cloſe or I ſhall chill his breaſt, 
And fright him from my arms — ſee, ſee, he ſlides 
Still further from me; look, he hides his face, 

1 cannot feel it quite beyond my reach, 

O now he's gone, and all is dark 


SCENE XI. Almeria, Leonora, Mutes, 4: 
Alm. O let me ſeek him in this horrid cell; 
For in the tomb, or priſon, I atone 
Muſt hope to find lim, 
Leo. Heav'ns! what diſmal ſcene 
Ol death is this? the eunuch S:l;z ſla in! 
Alm. Shew me, for Lam come in ſearch of death; 
Put want a guide; for tears have dimn'd my fight. 
Leo. Alas, alittle tarther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead! two trighitul men, 
Who ſeem the murderers, knee! weeping by, 
Feeling remorſe too late for what they've done, 
But O forbear lift up your cyes no more; 
But haſte away, fy from this fatal place, 
Whece miſeries are multiphy'd; return, 
Return and look o vn; (or there's a dagger 
Rea iy to ſtab the ſight, and make your eyes 
Rain blo = 
Alm. OT loreknow, foreſee that object. 
Ist at laſt then ſo; is he then dead? 
W hat dead a: loſt, quite, quite, for ever dead? 
There, there I ſee him, there he lies, the blood 
Yet bubbling from his wounds O more than favagt 
Had they, or hearts, or eyes, that did this deed ? 
Could eyes endure to 2uide fuch cruel hands? 
Are not my eyes g4ily alike with theirs, 
That thus can gaze, a! yet not turn to ſtone? 
Ido not weep! tlic iprings of tears aredry'd; 
And of a {udden lam calm, as if ; 
All things were well; and yet my husband's murder\ 
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Yes, yes, Ik now to mourn ! LI ſluice this heart, 
(Dvink The ſource of woe, and let the torrent looſe, 
'W _— Thoſe men have leit to weep! they look on me! 
hope they murther all on whom they look, 
B-hoid me well; your bloody hands have err'd, 
t And wrongfully have ſlain thoſe innocents ; 
ſlides am the ſacrifice deſiyn'd to bleed; 
And come prepar'd to yield my throat they ſhake 
3 Their heads, in ſign of griet and innocence ! 
(Die (They point at the bowl on the ground. 
over hol And point! what mean they? ha! a cup. O well 
„ W 1 underſtand what med'cine has been here. ; 
O noble thirſt ! yet greedy, to drink al! 
Oh for another draught of death What mean 
they? (They point at the other cup, 
Ha! point again? 'tis there, and full, 1 hope. 
Thanks to the liberal hand that fill'd thee thus; 
death; In drink my glad acknowledgment 
ght. Leo. O hold 
For mercy's ſake; upon my knee I beg 
Alm. With theethe kneeling world ſhou'd beg in vain, 
deeſt thou not there? behold who proſtrate lyes, 


4 And pleads againſt thee ? who ſhall then prevail ? 
re; Vet Iwill take a cold and parting leave, 
From his pale lips; I'll kiſs him, e're I drink, 
Leſt the rank juice ſhould bliſter on my mouth, 
And ſtain the colour of my laſt adieu. 
| Horror! a headleſs trunk! nor lips nor face, 
(Coming nearer the body, ſtarts, an , out. 
But ſpouting veins, and mangled fleſh! O, ho! 
SCENE the laſt. 
ad? Ilmeria, Leonora, Alphonſo, Heli, Perez, with Gar- 
ood cia priſoners, guards and attendants. 
han (avg 41pþ, Away, ſtand off, where is ſhe? let me fly, 
eed? daye her from death; and ſnatch her to my heart, 
82 Alm. Oh! | 
Ah. Forbear, my arms alone ſhall hold her up, 
one? Varm her to life, aud wake her into gladneſs. 


dry'd; lei me talk to thy revenging ſenſe, 


he words of Joy $66 peace; warm thy cold beauties, 
u 


murder ich the new ing ardour of my check ; 
I thy lips pour ths fot; trickling balm of 


po — — —  - 


60 The Mourning Bride. 
Of cordial ſighs, and re-inſpire thy boſom 
With the breath of love, Shine, awake, Almera, 
Give a new birth to thy long-ſhaded eyes, 
Then double on the day reflected light, 
Alm. Where am 1? heav'n / What does this dream 


intend? 

Alph. O may'ſt thou never dream of leſs delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial joys. 

Alm, Giv'n me again from death! O all ye pow'rs, 
Confitm this miracle! can I believe 
My fight, againſt my ſight ? and ſhall I truſt 
That ſenſe, which in one inſtant ſhews him dead 
And living? Yes, I Will; Pve been abus'd 
With apparitions, and affrighting fantoms. 
This is my lord, my lite, my only husband ; 
I have him now, and we no more will part. 
My father too ſhall have compaſſion 

Alph. O my heart's comfort; *tis not giv'n to this 
Frail lite, to be entirely bleſs'd. Even now, 
In this extreameſt joy my ſoul can taſte, 
Yetaml daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep ; 
Thy father fell, where he deſign'd my death, 
Gonſalez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
Expiring have with their laſt breath confeſs'd 
The juſt decrees of heay'n, which on themſelves 
Has turn d their own moft bloody purpoſes. 
Nay, I muſt grant, 'tis fit you ſhou'd be thus 
(She wee: 


Det 'em remove the body from her ſight, 
Il-tated Zara! ha! a cup? alas! 

Thy error then is plain; but l were flint 
Not to &'erflow in tribute to thy memory. 
O Garcia | 

Whoſe virtue has renounc'd thy father's crimes, 

Se eſt thou, how juſt the hand of heay'n has been! 
Let us who through our innocence ſurvive, 
Still in the paths of honour perſevere, 

And not, from paſt or prelent ills deſpair : 

For bleſſings ever wait on virtuous deeds ; 
And tho' a late, a ſure reward ſucceeds. 
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